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PREF A CE: 


HE Auther of this PL AT being « Gentleman 
| well known in York, and in « confaderable N 
the Gorvernment, r pekted for ſome time 
before it appeared there upon the St and then it did not 
hall nt pretend t to pie 


fail of meeting with ſucceſs. We 
the Piece a Character, ſince we may Very reaſonably 


it will meet — Approbation from the Judicious: The 


given, we cant in Gratitude 'ds 
XX eſpecially in s Place where the Coup» 


pany be ve met with ſo good Eneour , therefore me 
tale this Opportunity of paying 4 thankful acknowle 2 | 
the farvourable Gift, it barving been [0 bountifully beſtowed, 

and hope it will meet with a Candid | reception,” which-:is as 
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_— I 859 kep, by 7, Mr. Fieldbonſe. 


HEN Rome, er Older Carthage is he Sven 
WW. Huber, 4 fubjet for a — | 
Made our 2 #1 Bis firſt Ech, Ty 

ts uf of bis Pig 
Mivee Romulus, \Rehgions Numa foo, 
Hoftilius, who-the [Albans dy oe? 
Mie e nin mbre be pet by, — * 67, 0p 
Beſt Founders of the Roman Monarchy & — 
Their Daft Exploits, be. dur ff not venture on; 
(Firing het ſerce taſted Fielicon, 
Nor yet adopted for Apollo's Son 
But ſays bis MUS E inſpired was ſpite, 
When be 4 Tyrants Fall began to write: 
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So with 4 juſt Satyrick Rage Jed on, 7 
Laſhes the Vices of a Luſiful Throne, 
Altho' bis Love for Monarchy is known ; 
His chiefeſt Zeal being thereto always bent, 

As neareſt to the Hearvenly Gorwernment ; 
Wherefore you'll find that ſtall bis Pointed Sting; 
Aims at the Tyrant, never at the King. 


Where Monarchs Fuſtly Rule, and mildly * 
The willing Nations Joyfully Obey, 
Like Soul and Body mutually combin d, 
[| The one performs what th other bas en. 
Thus A NN, Majeftick on the Britiſh Throne, 
Hnites a Tripple Empire into One; 0) 
Tranſporting Smiles Triumphant on her Face, * 
From all Her Neighbouring Kings does Diſcord chace, 


|. And with a Nod, She Jwes the Jaring Workito Peace. 
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4 Cuba Daughter to Clelins, in Love 


0 M H N. 


| Tar , King of Rome, Mr. Fieldbouſe. 
Sextus, Mr. Charves. 
Tiras, þ His r Mr. Cole. 
Herminias, " emen. Mr. Dapwell. 
Clelous, Facher of Clelia. Mr. Bright. 
Collatine, Husband to Lucrect. Mr. Ager. 


'Arances, Son of Porſemns, King of 
Cluſiam, in Love with (Alia. 


5 Mr. Pear ſon. 
Mr. Horden 


Talks, Queen of Rome. Mrs. Pearſon. 


- with Aronces. \ Mrs. Vanderbank, 


ö 
Prieſteſſes to Apollo, Attendants, Guards, 8c. 
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SCENE L AWak by the Nu Tier, — 
Enter Horatius and Herminius. f 


1 


Or that I fear the fierceſt of his F. 
NE The wrinkled Furrows of his ang = 
May ſooucr ſtrike whole Armies into dead 
Than touch Horatius Soul, but to be thus 


d Baſcly ſcorn d, inſulted te 9 


W as his Father, as his Father cracl, 
By him to be revil'd; ye Gods ! "tis mare 
Than Romans ovght to bear. 

Herm. And thus to bear 
Our Countries me urnful Genius nearly touch d, 
Nay deeply wounded in its dying Labertics, - / 
Ard fee in Dungeons Vir: ue le. 


Aud feticr d * ſo deep, . | 


Soo 


a — 
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Win manly Reſolution graſp 


+ 
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| Batae ad Ste of Rowe, as often griev d, 
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The Fall of Tarquin, &c. 
fighing ſorrows cannot reach our Ears; 
EERES.. 
the ing Caves, 
And ſtill rebound with Ecchoes to — : 
lt pi me ſo much I can no more — 
Ho can we thiak that once our Fathers liv'd, 
And fee himlive, by whoſe curſt hand they teil? 
Him who is now contriving our deſtruction; 
"Twas Bratzs faid, that we'with him matt fall. 
And Mad-men too may ſome ĩmes ſpeak the Truth: 
"Tis very hard; bat where's the remedy ? 
No room, Hermizix: ? fora brave Rævenge. 
Herm. True, Hor tiut, but we are deteuceles, 
And open lye, to every blaſting Fro vu, 
So univerſal is the Tyrau's ow r, 
None breath in Rowe, but own nis Deity, 
Own him the G d, to whom they oe Lacir Bing, 
Hor. But rather than meanly fall b-neaih ta e 
Grand-ur of a Romas Soul, bravciy l mect 


1 


The fatal Hour, and end it on my Sv ord: 


But ſay Heravinius, is the Rumour tru- 
Which ſteals in whiſp=rs thro' the Ryan Court ? 
De that but true, there, there, Il meet my late. 
Herm. Thenmeet it there, Horatiut, read taat, (Gives 
And fly, fly cagerly to Arms, (bin a Paper, 
thy Sword ; 


Nead that, you'll find the '\oule Clelius there. 
Hor. (Reads.) AI di ſcover d in the generous tack, 
Tet I ſarprize the Palace unawares, 

And drag the Tyrant to a juſt Revenge. 


And is't thus? then here's a brave Opportunity 


To ſerve our Cy the Nobleſt way: 
low you have vak d the lumb' rings of my 8 

My. drowly Vertue's rows'd; — ſhe 2 
Shall lye in an unthinking Lethargy : 
dear Heravinins { I have often thought 


Tube Fall ef Tarquin, G. 


ang 3 
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Early divided from my impriſon 

Mother, and bred in Tarquin's Court, 

Where my vex'd Soul did Nat'ra'ly diſdain, 

The proud inis of {arquin's Children; 

Still with my Years my growing Hate encreas d, 

And now a Nobler Scori has rais d my Soul 

Above the crucl Pride of Tarquin's Frowns, 

Now my Herminius ] Now hall the Ty rant ſee, 

MW har iiur d Virtue, back'd by Roman Arms, 

For all his Fower, whit W a rs *twill atchieve. 
ker. Twili be a Pious Meritorious Trraſon, 

To dri thc b. od 1 yrant rom his I arone, 


Enter Clelius. 


Nel. How can it be? is there ſuch Vertue leit? 
Let mc Embrace you, wear you at my Heart? 
Hor. I h, Clelins ! the Gods have ſure agreed, + 
T aat the brave Clelius ſhall ſucceed 
In this his great and generous Work for Rome: 
Oh / I'm already in the Noble Action, 
Thus let's part, and when you give the Alarm, | 
And the Falace in an amaz d contuſion, 4 
We li give you Entrance at the V te, 
Aud join your Forces with the Royal Guards. 
Cel. Thea let's away, and it our Arms ſhall _ 
Rather han tall into the Tyrant's Pow, 
Vi! give my Sword theſe Remains ot Life. 
Hr. L's itautly t the great Deſign, 
| Yuurs be the Glory, and the Danger mine. (Excunt ſeveralh. 


SCENE H. A RoyalChamber. 


Tarquin and Tullia ſeated on « Throne, Titus, Guards, 6. 


Terg. A Soul like mine ſhoots on beyond delays, 
2 my Lauvughts, W a» my Mn 
2 


* 
o 
*.as i. » 
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| Are all my Actions ſteer d; Death Hew'd the way, 3 


My iteady Arms conragi 


T.4 4 #Sa4 2 1 ks © 'T: 2 
| * 


The F of Tarquin, &. 


Blood was our reaking Pavement to the Throne, 
Rome's ſelf did ſhake, dull Nature ſtood amaz'd, 
And Num'rous Crowds did tremble at our Name; 
And when our peaceful, harmlefs Fathers fell, 
The aſtoniſni d Senate pale with horror, | 
Fled to the Guardian Alcars of the Gods, 
And to thoſe Gods we ſacrific d their Blood, 
The ſureſt, Nobleſt Cement ot a Throne. 

Tull. Iwas Hero like to have a raviind Crown, 
Streaming wich Bl and gorgeouſly beſet 
With Royal Deaths, ſuch are the glorious Jewels 
That adorn a Hero's Diadem. 
Targ. Oh, my Virago, (Comes from his TBromc. 

o, Bellona, to thy Mars and Jove, 
ell me, my Goddeis, are Ten 1 houfind Lives 
More than the quiet {aiety ot our Throne ? 
All thoſe ſhall ia one Ruin furely fall, 
Who dare oproſe the growing ot our Pow'r. 

Tull. bravely reſolvd, By my Soul it is, 

Spoke like ycur God-like {clf, thoſe Words, 
With manly Courage warm my Female Breaſt, 
Drive Puy therce, that Female Darling Pity : 
Mc thinks aircady I wich Joy bchold, 
imbrud, 
In a large dea of bleeding Traitors Gore: 
Now to remove the chieteſt ot our Fears, 
Horatius aud Herminius LI cure, | 
Pve ſent alrcady, and ep em here 
The: Lopths ate brave indeed, beyond their years, 
And by their late Deportment I ſulpecdt 
Some Diſcontent is breeding, and Revenge 
May. promp: their daring C u age to attempt 
CC Except ize, gle the beſt way | 
To nip 'em int e bud, het E£xp-rizace . .Y 
Ca du cheir Fow? i tics are woo well belovd 


& 0 


— 
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The Fal Terqun, . $ 
Targ. Therefore I can't reſolve till they re ſecur d. 
1 know they are belov d, nay doated on 
By the remains of the unthinking Senate. — 
Tull. Rather than be diſturb'd with the leaſt fear, 
At once ſtrike home, and reach them all. 
Tit. The attempt may prove too dangerous and raſh, 
Once uſe the P with an Headſtrong fury, 
I know they'll Envy, and they Il hate your Pow'r. | 


Tall. Let em hate on, it while they hate 21 fear, 
at leaſt, 


Crowns got by Arms, by Arms mult be maintain 
Tit. But you muſt have ſome fair 

To ſhade your purpoſe trom the prying World ; 

On Monarchs Actions thouſand Eyes are fi d, 

You mult be ſure to guild your black deſigns, 

T hacthey appear all bright to the gazing People, 

For it they find a blemiſh in Your Sun, 

They'll think the darken'd Meteor does portend 

Some dire event, and Arm tor their detence. 
Targ. Well then their Baniſhment ſhall lerve, 

And that's reſolv u. 
I. Let em be but remov'd, 

I ask no more, ſec here they come; 

ho boidly they approach, we muſt retire. 
(Exexnt Tullia and Titus, 


Enter Horatius and Herminius, with their Swords draws, ſur- 
rounded with Guards. x 8 


Hor. Go bind your Slaves; for we are ever free, 

Terquin nc er think we will ſo me, aly tall, 

No, we'er ti us tar prepar u, and ſcorn to dye 

Beneath our dignity, t nus iu our oon, 

We will our tathers Dcaths Revenge, 

Sl. in by thy Hand. : 
Targ. Tis neither Time nor Place 

For Inſolence, I fhallnot anſwer Boys, 

Qian als Greods 1 ye rt ye de 


: 


— 


/ 


. Wen Think by Day, 


igen rate Prince! fo meanly to deny us Death, 
We cannot help cher in tuis great deſign. 
N ſinceth Reidedtion on our Couatries Cauſe: 


6 _ The Fall of Tarquin, &. 
 Herav. Our Infancy has born thy Yoke too long, 
But now our riper years diſdain thy Pow'r. 
Hor. That's nobly ſpek Herminine, yes, well dye, 
And Taras know, our Vertnes ſhall out ſhine, | 
Shall in t 22 1 . 
he brighteſt Pomp thy ſhining Court can 
x T.rg. Guards ferze em, and force their Swords, 
Dye fo you ſhall, but when and how I pleaſe. 
Hon Not io, this Hand by Heav'a is decreed , 

12 4. To work its own deſtruction — (They fight, 
Horatius and Herminius are diſarm d. 
Hor. Curſe on our niggard Stars; 

Baſe Villains / why fo {paring of your blows? 
Cou'd you not make one thruſt and pierce my Soul? 
Tarquin, doſt think we'll bafely beg our Lives? 
Say we've offended, on our Knees implore 
Thy Pardon, no Targrir, we'd rather dye. 
Terg. If you fo earneſtly deſire to dye, 

Then Bean youTfwallow with a plcafing Guſt, 
Na, you ſhall live, ſhall live, but not in Rome, 
Shall live to ſee me flouriſh on the Throne. 

Herm. Rather than live, we will deſerve our Deaths, 
The? thou ſecure us = ſtrongeſt Holds, 

| Dream Revenge by Night. 
Targ. Your Doom's reſolved, too gentle tor yuus Crimes, 


Heme from my fight, and in. O cx ile ever. 


(Exit Tarquin an Guards, 
Her. Ah Rome ] We mourn thy Fate, aud grieve to ſec, 

Suen num tous i hrongsot Crowding Miſcries, 

Ready to plunge aud cruſh thee into ruin: 

Ine ſe ian Idea s vex iy panting Soul, 


Oh Cle/ixs / now my Thoughts return to thee, 


Herm. We cat indeed the Poets above forbid, 


—̃— 


De Fall of Tarquin, "ec 
And inſt'gate more than a thouſand Deaths, 1 
Lt us at once lament Her fate and dye, 2 A 
* Hor. No, my Herminizs, I (Panffng. | 
Why we ſhou'd tive in this Tormenting | 0 
A. d yet I heard, but am not ſure I heard LY 
AV ice that whilper'd, live Horatius, live, | 
Sure was cur Countrics Genins bad me live, - 
I rake che Inſpiration on my Knees! ( a Tranſpert. 
K..c.1, kneet, Herminins, rife, and we will livre, 
And {ce the } yram emnibled from bis Throne, 
Ak aid ot ali his Neighbouring Princes, 
And be by all deny'd, mau with deſpair, 
And turious in his nel. ſhall ragn'g dye, 
Ey none lamented, tall his Couutry s Curſe, 
And ſhame ot his great Race. 
Herm. Let's then Embrace . . 
Our Baniſhment, once more put on the Man, #42813 I 
With patixnce wait the Juſtice of the Gods, WISE ' 
For ſurely they are Juſt, and will revenge 
The injur'd Good, on the offenders head : 
Hence io Ardea let us bend our way, \ 
I he ſacred Refuge of the Roman Exiles. 

Hor. I hen lets away, thefe Melancholly Thoughts, 
create in us ſome new defires of Death 5 
Ibo' we retuſe, when Tyrants bid us live, 
We can't reject a Lite the Gods do give. 


SCENE m. A4chmnbe. 
Ester Tarquin and Tullia. 


Targ. Well! Now they're gone, to ſee. the hot brain's 
 Provoke their Deaths, and urge me to their Fate, Cres 
But I was calm, and Gulf upon their Bage, 
Pleas d that they were ſo impudent and bold, 
And by a brave i nperious unconcera, 
ö 


(Bren. 


- 
* 
What 
* — 


Ls 
\. 


„* 


| + Ne Fall of T:rquin, Ge. 
What impious Shout are thoſe that reach my Ear? Shout. 

Has the Wild Rabble loſt all fence of Fear? 7 

That ti they dare from their Allegiance fall? 

Tull. The Tealous Mob on ſome pious precence, 


9 6 


| | ' Liberty or Religion's ſarely at tue bottom. 


Euer Sextus haſtily, 


e TY 

Sext. The People arm'd before the Palace Walls, 
Threng to the Gates, aud reſolute in Rage, 
Demand, and Vow an Entrance, or your ſel ves 
Surrender d to their FU ry. 

Targ. Make haſte and mount 
The Ramparts, thence witiz more skilful Courage 
QQ che unruly Tempeſt of th ir Rag. 
__ Tall. Patience, my Lord, they cannot long oppoſe 
The experienc d valour of our Guards. (Exit. Tull. 
Targ. But whilitat diſtance hey ingage our Walls, 
Their nu nbers y ec eaſe, id warm 
Th ir ſhort liv) Cour ge into Reo u ion: | 
- Bur to prevent this [i]. you muſt not lay, c 


A Gencral ſh: u'd not his came Gay. 
»ext. No mere will i, now tio.cour calls, away. 
(Exennt. 


Aw it of Fighting, after a Charge is ſounded, the Scene opens, 
and diſcovers Ciclius in diſguiſe, with bis I arty retiring bi ure 
Tarquin and Sextus. 2 4 


Clel. Where's Haratiur now ? Sure I am betray'd | (Exi#. 


* Re-enter Torquin and Sextus. 


 Sext Now Royal Sir, the f:&ious Crowd's yorr own, 
Wind them which way you pleaſe, th-y'r plyabic, 
Ever Obey, where power can 3 

How ſha! the « aluucrs be dilpord o 


The Fall of Tarquin, & c. 9 
Turg. What Senators are taken in the fra, 
Baniſh The Kingdom, but to the reſt, we 
Grant 'em Liberty ; Seti, your Courage 
Deſerves more than reward can recompence. 
Sext. Your ſmiles. Great Sir, more than reward my pains, 
All I can boaſt of I derive trom you, 
'T was Your Noble Example that fi- d , 
My Blood with Courage, and didyou but Command, 
I'd on, tho' ThundersJoudeſt Voice forbad, 
Tho” braway Cyclops did oppole my paſlage, 
And with Jove*> fr-s guard their ſmoaking Cells, 
I'd on, ana nuch the 1 glowing Balls, and roul 
Em on cur Focs: A Rowan and your Sou 
Tarq. Your generous Soul imagines Noble Flights, 
Worthy my don to dare, aud Rowans ask. 


Enter Tullia, in 4 Rage. 


Tull. Is n't Ardea in League with us? 
Targ. Yes tis. | 
Tull. Then the perfidious Town has broke i its Faith, 

Juſt now 1 was inform'd, they have receiv'd 

Clelius, and other Exiles of our Realm, 

And promis'd * em protection from our Arms. 

1 arg. Protect our Enemies, by Fove! 1'll right my (elf. 

And from their taithicis Veins, Will ſuck a tull 

And twitt Revenge. Sextus, the Army is 

Your charge, halte thither, haſte with Fire and Sword, 

Accept no Treaty, not the Town, till by | 

Your Arms tis gain'd. | 
Sext. No ſhall my Conquering Arm ] 

Deal Deaths around, who dare oppoſe me? 4 

T he vigorous ſtrength my Youth can boalt, : i NWA 

Speaks me your Sou, and Roman to. 

Terg. Co then, my Son. and gloriouſly return, * 
With early Conqueſt — thy word, „ 
And as thy Touth boot r _ — * FRE 


14 y 


_ 


— —— — —— 


. con dre rake you in yourGot-like flight, 


vo The Fall of Tarquin, tc. 

So may'(t thou raiſe an Empire to thao; Et os 
Arent as thy daring Soul can fill. i 
Sext. Be that | 


The World: As I'ma Romer, this Sword ſhall 
Ne er be (heath'd, whilſt there's a Nation able 


To the pow'r of my Victorious Arms. 
Tull. There ſpoke my Son, my (elf I mean in that 
More God. like Image, Man. 


Twas from theſe Breaſts the Royal Infant 
Drew theſe Noble Paſſions, that adorn his Soul. 


Sext. This Evening III lurprize the Towu, and by the 
Morning Watch will ſend you News of our ſucceſs. 


& May Fortune kindly Guard your brave attempt. 


Targ. And Crown our Arms with glorious Victory: 
Tis from the Gos. and due to us alone, 


My tow' ring Soul no Human Law ſhall own, c 
The Sword that gave, ſhall ſtill protect my Throae. 
( Exeunt Omnes- 


—1 


S©T Xt SCENE I. 
A Royal Chamber. 


Enter Tarquin and Tullia. 


Targ. N= Twllie, God-like Ambition | 
Wings my Soul, methinksI envy Foe, 

Why can't theſe 3 cracking Thunder hurl? 

This Head can nod, and ſpeak poor Mortals dead, 

What more can Fove > And you my Juno, 

Siſter, and Conſort of your Hero's Bed. 

Tall. And of his Crowns, believe me, I've the Soul 

Ot a true Roman, cou'd your mind 


Dart thro'the Clouds, and pierce the Chryſtal Heav'ns, 


Bear 


— r or or re ee OD 


11 


The Fall of Tarquin, &c. 
Bear you a Sphere above the Throne of Jove, 
Andi word lene ou. B 

Targ. And when the Urn 
Receives the Sacred Aſhes of our Bones, 

Our Souls ſhall mount thro' every Orb of Stars, 
And boldly crowd among the worid'ring Gods, 6) 
That they amaz'd at our Divinity. + 
Shall bow, and crouch beneath our awful Nod, 2 
Abdicate their Celeſtial Palaces, | 
And leave their Glorious Seats to Romans, 

Tull. This Globe of Earth's too narrow for our . 
Sure we were meant Divine, our gen'rous Souls, Ty 
Sprung from the Nobleſt Stars, have gently ſhot \ 
Such vigoruus brightneſs from themſelves, as drove 
T he trighted Clouds from underneath their light, 

Then darted down like Lightniag to the Earth, 
And wrap'd cheir Airy torms ia Royal Clay. 


Enter Amilcar with Aronces, 


Amil. This Noble Stranger lately come to Rowe, 
Offers his Services to your Majeſties. 

Targ. Welceme to all ive Plcaſures of our Court, 
For * and] caſures only here are known, 
War and Langers are tothe tield confin'd. 

Aron, Monarchs have Cares too many tor their relt, 
And Pleaſures o can allay choſe Sturms: N 
But let the Youths who are not yo d to cares, 19 0 
Who risk about with ea mconcern, | 


Let them endu-e ail the fa: ues of War, 4 


Their's?tis to >wcar, an rind the Huſty Plain, = 

But let the I illars oi a Sta e divert 

The anxious Libours of an hurried ivd, 

With all che Plealures gaudy Art affo ds. DP” 
Tull. Iis juſt ſome Fieaturcs ſhou'd on Monarchs wait, 2 

"Tis all they get by beiug diaves 40 Saree — 2 


8 8 
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Enter an Officer with Priſoners, among whom Clelia, veil'd. 


Offic. Some from Ardea, taken in our march. 
arg. Relate the manner, did they — yield, 
Or Crown our Arms with hard got Victory ? 
Offic. As we approach'd the confines of the Town, 
We ſaw ſome Chariots ſporting on the Plain, 
I, by the Prince was inſtantly diſpatch'd, 
To learn who thoſe in glitteriag Armour were; 
At ourapproch the Chariots ſtaid their courſe, 
And Cleliu was the Man. 
Targ. Clelius the Man ! On then and ſpeak my hopes. 
* Too well 1 knew, but did demand his Name, 
Idly told, 1 ſummon d him to yield; 
At his — the Drivers turn'd the Reins, 
And with an cager courſe plow'd up the Ground, 
But we purſuing them with ſwifter ſpecd, 
They loos'd their foaming Horſcs from their Poles, 
And — in their Armour; once more we 
Summon'd em to yield, once more they did reſuſc, 
And then began the Fight. 
Targ. And Clelins FT 
Ohe, Like gen'rous Lyons when preſsd hard at Bay. 
They roar'd among our Men, their Swords deſtroy'd 
What cer approach d the tury of their flight, 
Still did they fight, and fighting (till retreat, 
And tho their Courage eau'd not win the field, 
1 1 let to the Town they cut their eager way, 
if. Abele | brought off, 
Tag. Cou's Clelins then eſcape 
Tul. How durit thou name — unleſs dead? 
(They walk round the Priſoners. 
bn Oh ! tis her ſelf, wha: muſt 1 do Amzlcar : 
. Sneaky or my (le lia meets her cert in death, 
or my Sword muſk —— 
0 1. Forbear, dear Sir] You'll ruin your (elf, 
6 but {cond me. 


Targ. 


—— ——— 2 — . ̃ Ty WT 


Targ. Unveil the Women. (Cltia; Sr. . 
Amil. Hah! Lindamira! GD 
Targ. Know you theſe Captives? 

Ciel! ( «fide. ) I mut conform my Words to his, I fee 
Aronces here. 

Targ. Speak, Damſel, whence are you ? 

Clel. Trav ling from Carthage; for Carthage, is my home, 
Wich theſe the Part'ners of my Captiv'd Lot, 
We viſited moſt places of remark, 

F1!] (but we hope not fatally) we reach d 
Ardea's Walls, whence after ſome Days ſtay, - 
We ſer for Rowe, but not as Priſoners ; ; 
Some Noble Romans brought us on our way, 

1 ill by a ſtrange ſurprize, we ching d our Guides, 

Yet may, as Strangers, hope our Libert W 

Targ. (aſide.) On! She's Divine, moſt glorioully Divine 
What alte ration feel I 1a my Soul? 

Firſt I muſt better know your circumſtances. 

Amil. As my Acquaintance, Sir, ſtranger to Rome, 

And to Ardea too, or asa traveller only 
In theſe Paris, the may expect her Liberty. 
Tull. Why fled (he then to faſt at our approach ? 
Flight beat fear, and fcar muſt have its cagie. 

Amil. Her guilt you cannot from her flight conclude, 
The Innocent may fly, when fo purſu'd. 

Iarq. Your Arguments are vain, ſhe ſhall not go, 
Clelius her Guide, that's ground enough for me. 

Aron. Ii I may abies — 

Targ. IM bear no more, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not go, 
| Yet her confinement for your ſakes ſhall be 
Eaſy and large, and you ſhall have acceſs: 
(as de.) What weak pretences blinded Reaſon makes, 
»Tis not my Anger, but my Love detains her. 
Amilcar follo / with your Friends, 

(Exeunt Tarquin, Tullia, Titus, Cera, Guards wail: | 
Priſoners. . Manent Aronces and Amica. 

Aron. Thus to be croſs d, and ſtripp d of all my * 

Thuk Lovers hopes that {mil'd upon my Breaſt, E To> | 


Tordind my Cela in a Tyrants power, 
— Hom her Exil'd Parents by that Sword, 
Which proudly forc'd '*emfromtheir Native Soil, 

| Soul, and warks it up to rage 
But when my Mind in ng Thoughts returns, 
WW - Io all the Virgin Pleaſures of our Loves, 
4 Then are my Paſſions charnrd to Slumb'ring Calms, 
Iuey ire huſh'd indeed, but long they cannot ſleep, 
mw Thoſe 1 that lay d, can raiſ2 my Paſſions too, 
lil Each ſad Reflection on my hopeleſs J ys, 
ao On vaniſh'd Charms, and fancy'd Charms to come, 

| Lends me a Wing, and urges on my fury. 

[ll Amil. I k1ow my Lord you have cauſe enough —— 
4 Aron. Enough ! And can my Paſſions rage enough 
| How can I think that ſuch Divini y 
Muſt be oppreſoꝰ d, and wear 2a'Tyrants Chains? 
CanlI th ak tnis ? And (till look tamely on? 
No more, this inſtant will I break her Chains, 
Iho' guarded by Ten Thouſand T yrants Pow'r. 
Auil. Let not, my Lord, your haſty Paſſion drown 
More uſeful Reaſon; we are nere unknown, 
This your vatimely rage may take away 
All opportunities, all puhbiiuiecs 
Ot eber recovering Celia from that Po vr, 
Which now's too Soveraiga g 0 

Aron. What methods then can real en urge, or how, 
How can we wrelſt her trom his crucl Pow's ? 
But by an Arm proportion'd to that Pow r, 
By Rage, Revenge, by every urging 1 bought, 
F oh CO, impatience can a vake. 

1. Patience, my Lord, the Tyrant won'c be bray'd, 

Pray be adv is d, and let's repair to Court, 
Perhaps we may find means tur her eſcape. 
Aron. Oh my Amilcar ! Oh my better Genius! 
How thalli thank you for this mighty Good? 
Amil. Serving Aronces does reward it {CI 


Aron. 


w 
- 


The Fall-of Tarquin, . 
Aron. How can my Aims but in y wiſhes end, (Embraces 
That have ſo geu'rous and ſo brave a Friend, Bim. 
Come, my Amilcar —— 
Amil. ——On my Friend, PI wait, 
Thro' allthe Labyrinths of Love and Fate. (Exennt. 


Enter Horatius aud Herminius. 


Hor. Once more I come to view this loathſome Place, 
That ſwells with Tides of overflowing Illis; 
Can you, Hermzinins, caſt your Eyes on Rome, 
Aud call it Rowe? Thus chang'd from what it was, 
Rome was, but Oh the ſad Remembrance 
Herm. Rome was the glorious ſeat ot Roman Virtue, 
But then ſhe breath'd another Soul than now. 
Hor. Oh ! name not now, for that ſad Now implies 
What will defile a Rowar's purer Thoughts, 
No more of this ungreattul Scene of Woe, 
Here ſtill are ſome who wear a Roman Soul, 
And with their Countries Liberty reſtor d, 
But that muſt be the wond'rous work of Heaven. 
Herm. Let Man muſt be the Agent, Oh ! tis a Noble Deed, 
Wor. hy our baveſt Daring to attempt, 
I- Gods will #urward our fo juſt defign ; 
Thea let's Sacrifice the Ui Tyrant, 
Ihe spring, the Sink of all the Villany : 
Now cod'd we act by fly ODiſlim lat ion, 
As well as genrous L ure, theu might we have 
Sunic glimutrings of Hope; but we are Romans. 
Hor. K man, And Gal we loſe that Name ? 
To be a Roman, Cos! I prize it more 
Than ali the bictungs c you can beſtow. 
Herm. I doubt not, brave Horatiue, but your Sou! 
Will yield to any t-zOur abic mear's; 
But thuu'd you troops little lower, 
'Tis tor your injur'd Conuries Liberty, 
Ihat's fuch a Noc, ſucu a Gen'rous Deed, 
As all ſuccreui g Ages, will loudly ſing 
Triumphant in your z raule, Hey, 


| a „ * 
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[if Hor. Well, if Heravinins 
Urges it ſo home, and with ſach Paſſion 
Beautifies a Crime, what can think ?. 
Herm. Think not that I, but think the Gods in me, 
Utter d cheſe Tranſports from a zealous Breaſt ; 
We may ſe Craft when in ſo jult a Cauſe. 
Pray tucn let you and 1 feign a ſubmiſſion, 
Stem Suppliants, and adore his PowT and State. 
Hor. Pigua ſuomulion, Heav'a forbid! Can { 
Cringe to the Maa my calmeſt Thoughts abhor ? 
To one who has laid the Name of Roman by, 
To one —— —— 
Herm. I ſee you are mov'd, you ſeem to m2 to ſtart, 
And a diſdaintul Bluſh ſpreads o're your Face, 
And ſpeaks your Anger, but conſider, Sir, 
Is not your Clclia Captive to the King? | 
> How can we ſave her from approaching Death ? 
Unleſs we (Tarquin appears. 
Hah ! yonder the Tyrant comes, ſhall we away? 
Hor. No. | 
Her. Curb then your Paſſion, and ſecond my deſign, 


Euter Tarquin, Aronces and Amilcar as croſing the Stage. 


Hor. Aronces here! We muſt not know him now. (/ Ae.) 
Targ. Who are theſc? 


Hor. Romans. 

Targ. Hai | Horatiur. 
Hor. Yes, I'm Horatius, there's Herminus too. 

Herm. We arc not hither come to hide our Heads, 
Ot ſacak into ſomꝭ private corner, wo, 
The' tor ever Bani{h'd, we dare you ſee return. 

Targ. Return, and dare your Soveraigu to his Face, 
Was ever lafolence fo bold as this? 

Herar. Not Inſolent, great Sir, but we are come, 
Come, yet as Romans ought, arc tearleſs come, 
Ad at your Feet do humbly lay our Swords, 


— 
9 w af 


ne, 
Perhaps, Dread Sir, we cannot cri 
Low as a fawning Pander of your 
Yet with a Rev'rence due to Majeſty, 


And if you can Wh thus Dr forgive, 
How can we make you a return — 


and bow, 


We own, we have provok d you to our Degths, 


(Both Heel 


Unleſs by off ring you the Lives you gave, 
Our Lives od 9h Servicesbe ever 2 
Hor. Paſſions ſurmounti vainly fly, 


And veat at random, a / tury prompts, 
I was indeed too blame, fo were we 
But I was moſt, for | did moſt offend : 
For when my Reaſon did aſſiſt my Thoughts, 
gun reflected on the ind cent e 
How did I then ſeverely charge my 
Nor wou'd | pardon what my Rage had done, 
Tho' ſtranger to the Cauſe why we were ſeiz d, 
But pardon all, Oh 

Targ. Be all aſleep, and ſilent as Oblivion, 
Such a ſubmiſſion, and fo nobly born, 
Diſplays a Soul which reigns enthron d 


And will uſe your Swords. 
Hor. Once then, once more in 


Rome's defence, our Swords and Lives ſhall be imploy 


Speak thoſe gracious words. 


— the common Sphere, with Joy! nes you, 


d. 


Herm. How (ball we bend in humble Thanks fo low, 


As you have rais d us high beyond our Hopes > 


In all the Glory's of Ardea's Siege: 
To you Herminiu: I appoint my Guards, 
And all the Troops that lye within the Walks 


I amreſolv'dto conquer, or to fall. 
Targ. Farther than this we delign 


But this ſo happy accident detain'd us, 
F 


Credulous Honeſty ! ! 


Hor. I cant be there too ſoon, tis Honour s call, 
Exit. Hor, ard Heres 


our Way, 


Trg. Haſte then Horatius, and with Sextarſhare, 


(Both bow. 
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Hold then my cart, 


Becauſe they ſpeak re 8 08 „ 107 02 
They think that I too am ſincere as they: 24 
No, I repent me that they live ſo long, 
u ſerve my ends, their Swords may be of uſe, 
For he that oH A Glorious Crown ſecure, ' 
_ forrity't with Blood to make it fare ; 

To him that Reigns ſecure,” it thus ſhalt be, 
bi rightly Rules that kecps the Mjeſty ; 

ings whole will pretended Law refiriins, 


— only Royal Slaves and Rule in Chains. 
(Exennt Omnes 


« wa N 


SCENE IL Clelia's Apartment. 
Enter Clelia very ſorrowful. 


Clel. Were 1 the fouleſt Creature of my Sex, 
Had theſe Hands dipp'd in my own Fathers Blood, 
And ſtain'd with all the Guilt the cruel Tullia boaſts, 
Surely *rwou'd poſe the much offended Gods, 
To ſtrike my crunes with a morc heavy Curſe : 
Snatch d from my tender Parents ſorrowing Arms, 
Torn from the trueſt Lovers mournful 
And by that Tyrant too, who breaths Revenge, 
And vents his Threats againſt my Father's Liſe: 
Yet I with eaſe can bear theſe mighty . 
And laugh at all the. bluſt'ring of their 
But if I faint, then fly, Ofly x my Soul ! 

And dom t deceive m- with a ſeeming Death, 
Lovers diſtreſs d ſhail meet thee in thy flight, 


And dess thec to their pleaſing ſolitudes, 


Bt ben in s dream thy care away, 
until have declated, 


Ea er Aronces. 


To hear the Aae of thy Love; 3 5 


My miſerable Calc. 


My dear Aronces, art thou 45 


ond thy Clelia, to her laſt farewel. 


* 
Aron. 


To veil her Al Pt. 
Ce. Oh my MN bebe 


My drooping Spirits cannot . — 
but ſpeak my Wos in our 
Come death and Weéeieome. w 
Your Celia help ti „ aff 6 4 
Aron. Die l OH Len pierct cf e 60 — 
un een fd, * 


*You grieve, I am more than half expire; 

Oh] Name no more that ſo ungrate ful ſound, 

Let me bear all thy vaſt AMi@tions v/eiphe 

And live, live koppy ever, Clelia live, 

Tei me you grief that I may ſeeka remedy. AW wes 
Clel. There S NONE, Aronces, there is none but deatm 
Aron. Why do you * I Ee b. 

Methinks, 1332 &Þ 4424 

Our Souls being one, ſhouu inal, y u n 10 

And bear an equal ſhare in — It Ae nth 
Clel. You may count up a num rous ſum of whes); 7 47286 

And yet tall ſhort, vaſtly ſhort of mine, ; wont t 


But can 1? Can my faltering Tongue l 
Declare the Cauſe, the Bane of — wh -£ _ — 
Can Ithen tell you that tbe Tyrant No, * 

Ah no! My Spirits cannot bear the ſound, 70 40 i rl! e 
The Tyrant, Tyrant, Oh / tis tified there, wi 
And what's to follow cannot break ite way. Ae raid eat 


Aron. Thus Men in Tranſportsof fame ſadden-Joy, 42G 
Dwell on a Word, and cannot ſpeak the _ | TO AJ 
How wretched then, how miſetable woa +41 Tl 
Who can't relate your Melancholly Cale; od 1d wth 
Grief ſwells you up, and drowns the hruggling Woods, ni2J 
And only Tyrant can eſcape the FTdz . 
What of the Tyrant? Doſt than lac the; Tah 9 9 
And do's the Monſter mean s Dcathi? 1 i lm 


Clel. Urach! That's a which I darenothegs, = 


No, there's no ſack, concluſion of m, | „an 
Wouditeav' ns grant it, that my P de- . 


. What are 
_ And a friend 


come'to join the mournful Choir? 
ly Portion in our Woes? 

Amil. I come indeed to fill the mournful Scene, 
Pats cont the ſadneſs of it too, 
What i muſt ſay, know will both offend. 

Aron. Speak it, if from the Tyrant you are come, 
Shew us the Motiter in bis proper dreſs, 


I know he,ſent the Meſlage with a frown. 
Awil. 


, but a Smile more dreadtulthan his Frown, | 
Sends me to Clelia iat ot Love. _ 
| Gel. Ah / Whathaveyou aid e He ktew. it not before, 
Stiflle the reit, — — - (To Amil. de. 
., Now, tistuo te, what Love/ Confuſion Love ! 
Hauri him with uned bolts, — . Jove / 
Deep, as: orments tor him. 
.. Oh! dont pray, doof thus wikily rave, 
Inu uſeleſs all, i tivallin wn. 
Aron. By 9 — Thunder's noiſe — 
e and chanm loud Storms to ſleep. 
e then no more. er Reaſon wie your Mind, | 
& your Celis miſtrable, but 
9 ſhell wil dearhcr fate, 
cquatly cegard his Love ortlate. | 
Hamil. Expel , bee 


Aron. 


8 


we Fi Om, Fe 
Aron, I hope the beſt, proceed Amzlcar, do, 
The rankeſt Poiſon-may afford a Cure, | 
And Good may from the greateſt Evil flow. | 
Amil. When ſtil: in vain Tarquiz had ſmil'd his Love, 
And he perceiv'd his Merits you diſpis'd, 
He offer'd Empire, you with diſdain refus'd, 
Nay durſt Command his Perſon from your fight, 
Ye: ſince he ſtill de ſires to win your Love, 
With the Endearmunts of a mutual kindncſs, 
Me he has ſent his Advocate. 
(II. His Advocate! | 
You'd beiter ſaid his Mefſenger of Death. 
Aron. Ye Pow'rs above | What Prodigies are theſe ? 
But ſtill proceed, my Rage will then be ripe. 
Amil. He bad me uſe the moſt obliging Terms, 
And calb'd himfelt your Slave, your Tarquir, 
Deſires you wou'd injoyn him ſome Command, 
To prove the Flame your charms have rais'd.. 
Cle. I then command my Liberty to go, 
But if he {till will haunt me with his Love, 
II ſurely fall a Victim to your Shrine. (To Aronces 
Aron. Then let us both our ſhares of ſorrow: take, 
And both be wretched for each others ſake. 
Cel. Night wears apace, then let's tetire to reſt, 
- But Oh! what reſt to Lovers waking Eyes ? 
Bear the adoring Tyrant my Command. (To Amilcar. 
Amil. Iwill thwart his hopes and damp his Airy Joys, 
He thinks his Merits cannot be withſtood. | 
Aron. Yes, and his Pow'r, your Liberiy's my care, (To Clel. 
For Captive Love, and in a Rivals Chain, 
Gives double Joy when treed, now double Pain. (Exeunt. 
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' AWaſk bythe Ri ve- Tiber. 


Enter Aronces and Herminius. 


Aron. ND ought we to omit an Opportunity, 
That ſecms mark d out by Heav'n for our defign ? 

Long has the Tyrant born the Imperial way, G 

Inrich'd himſclt with plunder'd Sznate's Wealth, 

And now his Sous — Enter Brutus. 
Brut. What of his Sons? Whoſe: Sous 2 Who are you? 
Oh! I've News to tell you, you'll be Secret ? 

Ay, but the Gods will hear, I'll keep it to my ſelf. 
Aron. Sce here a Spectacle 

That will draw pity from all Vertuovs Eyes 5 

See here an object of the Tyrants ſcorn, 

The Sport, the Paſtime of his Sons, ſee one 

Whoſe tender years too ſenſible of Woe, 

Flew to Deſtraction for his Fathers Death, 


Who fella Victim tor his Countries good. 


Herm. How many Victims has the Tyrant Crowd? 
And hcre's aliving Victim ct his Pride, 

Good Men too often are by bad oppreſs 4. 

Brut. Yes, yes, my Fathcr was a good Man, but 
Targuin always hated good Mens Joi. 185. 2 
Hah! don't you ſce the Heaven's on a name, 

The Gods have ſent it, Oh! "twill clear the Air, 
Would they bur ſend their rattling Trhuder to, 
There wou be Muſick tor you: Hark ye Friends, 
My Fath-cr's dead, aud (o are many more, 

Aud have been fo ſome Years, I'iltell you now. 
Be lure you mind; now they begin to ror, 

The Sun has ſuck'd the ſtench adoverhe Ground, 
Where they arc Jay'n, for the King pitied em, 


And wou d not bn! their r Bodies, I I've. be 
They're rotten now, Infection (cents the . 
The Gods will purge it tho, before deer W 
Herm. His Father, mine, and many Fathers more, 
Pel! Putcher'd Victims to the Tyrant's fury : 
Shall we thea, we their Progeny ſurvive, 
And not revenge their fall ? | 
Aron. Revenge their fall, puſh on your juſt Revenge: ; 
The Tyrant's going to Ardea's Siege, 
Horatius ſhares the Army with his Son, 


rod. 5 EN 


Aud all the City is at your Command. 4 
Enter a Meſſenger with a Letter to Herminius. 
Herm. Hah! from Lacretizs, what can this import? 14 
My preſence in an inſtant is deſir'd; | 
But my dear Aronces, remember . | = 
And ſave your Clelia from difhonour. 1 
Aron. \ will Her minius, traſt my reſolution. ,"* 


(Exeunt Aron. and Herm. 7 — 

Brut. Two Noble Youths, Herminius, did he fay ? | 
A Phenix \ure ſprung from his Father's Aſhes: 

The wiſh'd Cataſtrophe is come at laſt, 4 151 01688 

And ler, Oh let their Marder'd Father's Souls 


Inſpire and prompt their Offspring to revenge, 4 
Ummask d of Madneſs, then will l appear 5 810 +. 

My fſclfa Roman, Son of murder'd' Marcus, Fas -7Y 
And thine in all my Father's. Virtues: : —_—_—— 

Oh Brutus | L 1T a F 
Thou haſt withſtood the utmoſt ſhocks of kate „.es 1 ; 
Haſt ſuffer'd all Indigoitics, and all for Pie, 0 
The greatneſs ot thy Soul when made the mock, 2 1 


The laughing itock of all did ſtili lubmit to . 
The Nobleſt proot ot Virtue, and a Komar : 


Now to my Countries Liberty ho calld, 
Methinks 1 hear a cry, 


Why (tay'it * Brutus? ' Why do's Brutus ſtay 73 | 


= 
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* gam, Cc. 
No, no, I come, "Tis to der relief, 
Juſtice and Fury, Honour and Rev 
My Country's Genius urge me to the Race: 

L come Herminiuc, — Youth I come. (Exit running 


s EN E. H. 4 Antichanber, 


Enter Tarquin and Celia. 


| Dey Ah Lindamira !' Why that harſh Orman > > | 
Tis to Command me not to adore your Charms, 
Ad can I ſce ſucu Charms and not adore ?. 
Clel. If you have er in me, my Chains remove, 
Slaves. ma Obey, buc they can never Love. 
Targ. The Love of Kings-ought not to be deſpis d. 
Coulider who he is that courts your Charms, 
Pernaps not born to the ſoft Arts of Love, 
So canuot allure you to his longing Arms, 
With Words as amourouſly {weet as others, 
Let if I can debaſe my ſelf ſo low, 
Beneath — of my Majeſty, 
Tolove my Priſoner ————- 
el. Do you debaſe your ſelf for Love of me? 
For one not — — 2 Monarchs flame, 
Let Im above a Tyrant's grov ling Laſt; 
I know thee Tarquin, yes, Iłknow thee, 
Aud Death's more grateful to me than thy Love. 
Targs. This I can hear, and Ian love you ſtill, 
But * Iraisd my ſelf theo chouſand Lives 
To Empirc's top? To ſec my ſelt out brav'd, 
Nay ſcorn'd aiid (puri d at by a worthleſs Woman : 3 
Let She has Charms, which Charms I mult enjoy. 
' Clel. No Targujn, no, thou neverſhalt enjoy 
One Spark from me, tho ot thy fainteſt hope, 
Since Sth reſoived thoughts 1 can Command 
This poimted Dagger to my Virgia Soul. 
(e pulls out 4 Dagger, which Tarq.ſnatches away.) Lax. 


The Fall of Tarquin, G 
Targ.. Yet thou perverſeſt Fair Iwill exyoy' : 
And ſpight of all my Rage, I'll love thee {till . 
Clef. Did i but think I cer had breath'd a Thought, 
One Thought of Love to thee, I wou'd detorm 
The Charms that made thee Luft. - | 
Tarq. Do not provoke me thus beyond my ſelf, 
Leſt I ſhould looſe, and let m) Fury tiy, 
'Twou'd blaſt thee dead ; 
Oh! be more kind. kind ro your ſelf and me. 
Cel. If then you love, as all your Vows declare, 
Give me a NOV]: inte e of your Love; 
LL toyul vm, that I mak not dye, 
Dyc © you feln, aud prove youlove me fo. 
{org 1 0 lar, 00 valtly deep you've urge the cure, 
Increas'd the Paſſion you pretend to eale ; 
What then is Love, it *us not to enjoy # 
lt. cither dyc, I'm miſerable (till, 
Wretched m Death, becauſe you cannot love, 
Wretched in yours, for who can love the dead? 
Cel. Therefore tis Luſt, tis only Luſt that burns you; 
Know I can urge thee farther, farther ſtill. 
Targ. She ſhakes my Soul, aſſiſt me Reaſon, help, 
What thallI do? How ſhall I quench my flame? 
It burns too fierce and cannot be extinguiſh d. 
el. Ceaſe Tyrant, ceaſe thy raving, now I'll try, 
How thou canſt bear a harſher ſound: 
Know I've a ſuret refuge from thy Luſt 
Than Sword can give, or preſent Death afford; 
Know then, I'm not Lindamira, no, 
No Trav'iling Stranger, nor a Carthagenian, 
am the Offspring ot a Roman s blood; 
A Virtuous Noble Roman is my Father, 
One whos a mortal Euemv to thce, | 
Swora to thy Leath, and bent on thy deſtruction, 
One, who's Virtues thy Ambition awd, whoſe worth 
Thou icareſt, and darmg not to kill him, didit 
Balely bauun him, the worthy Cleline. 
a 
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Targ. Hah! thou'ſt reſtor'd me tomy ſelf once more, 
And now I hate thee with more perfect hate, 
Than e'er 1 lov'd the Beauty of thy Charms, 
How ſhallI thank you for the pleaſing cure? 
Death hall reward thee for the Remedy. 
Clel. Oh! now you're in your proper Element, 
To talk of Death, and ſtreaming Blood, 
That's thy Buſineſs Targuir, and not Love: 
And yet I dare thee, urge thee to my fate, 
That's the Reward 1 ask, yet Tarquin know 
I {till have more, a great deal more to tell, 
Didi not think you'd fay a Woman's tear 
Delay'd the Hour, by Heav'ns my Soul deſires ; 
Say then thou hat'ſt me, name not Love again. 
Targ. Then cauſe I hate thee, as indeed I do; 
Theretore thy Death is honour'd with my Arm, 
Stand firm, aud don't till I am thro” thee fall. (parſing. 
Clel. Be ture ſtrike home, and ſtrike me to the Heart; 
Why do you pauſe ? I do not fear the ſtroke, 
Point here your Weapon, and you'll quickly try, 
Who is the greateſt Hero, You or l. 
Targ. I hate thee more becauſe thou art ſo brave, 
Yet ſo Commanding too, fo all Divine: 
But what are Charms? And what's Diviac to me ? 
And yet ſo lovely but where (in a Tranſport. 
Where? for your Charms have fix*d me, where's 
Then my Honour? Where's the hate 1 urg'd ? 
Envy her felt her Foe can hardly prove, 
She ſhares at once my Anger and my Love. 
Clel. Nay, ſtagger not in this thy laſt Charity, 
Thou Scourge of Rome, and Peſt from Heav'n, 
Thou Curie ot Widows, and of Orphans Crys, 
Thou Uſurper——Rage on, threat Ruin to the World, 
For I can ſmile to ſee thee furious now. 
Targ. Here Guards, ſecure her ſafe till my return. 


Clel. Oh! Jet me ſtay, I beg it on my Knees, 
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Targ. Away, this inſtant before I cool away, 
I find a pitying Fool within my Breaſt. (She's hurried off. 

And yet without her all my Joys are vain, 

Empire a Curſe, and Life it (elf a Pain. Exit. 


SCENE III. 


Collatia, where Lucretia's Body les in State. 


Enter Collatinus, Herminius, &*c. who advance to the front of 
the Stage, Lucrece's Body being born thither. 


Co. Come near, ye Romans, joyn in my laments, 
Joyn in the deepeſt Auguiſh of my Soul: 
Oh Lucrece ! Oh thou ſpotleſs Chaſtity { | 
Noble Tianoclea is in thee reviv'd, ROD 4 
In thee with double luſtre ſhiacs | | 
So pure, ſo chaſte the lowings of thy Blood, | 
The Villain cou'd not mix his luſtful ſtreams, i: 
Nor {pread hi: Poy fon thro” thy purer Veins, 
But trighted at thy matchleſs Chaſtity, 
His furious Luſt rebounded from thy Soul 
And lctt thee al! unſtain'd. Enter Brutus. 

Brut. Guds deterd me 
M hat means your Serrow Collatine? 

Coll. Oh Brutus! you cannot be ſenſible 
Ot this prodigidus Viiany we mourn, 
We will revenge thee, yes, we will revenge 
Thy bluod, thy Honour, on bis luſtful Head, 
Ido long has Iarquin. 

Brut. 1oo long indeed, 
Has Tarquin been the cruel Scourge of Rome, 
Too loug has injur'd Virtue ſadly groan'd 
Unde the weight of Bloody Tyranny 
Too long have 1 diſguis'd my Roman 
Under the Vizard of a Madman's pranks, 
But now behold me, Lycins Junius; 
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Behold, and read my Fathet's Virtues ſtamp'd 
Upon my Soul, behold the Son of Marcus; 
Who Swears by all the Gods, he will appeaſe 
Wirth Turguins Blood, his murder'd Father's Ghoſt, 
held, here Brutus Solemmly do's-Swear:; 
Vous to reſtore the Libertics of Rome. 
Coll. What ist I hear? What wond'rous change is this 
Brut. I am not chang'd, I only ceaſe to be 
That Fool, that Madman, that Euffoon at Court: 
ut ſay, Herminins, tell me ſome of you, 
he fatal cauſe of theſe ſad Lamentations. ' 
Herwm. Sce the Wonder of Chaſtity, Goddcis of her Sex, 
Sve the Divine Lucrece imbru d in Blood. 
Brut. Hah Lacrece /! 
What impious Hand durſt do this horrid deed 
Herm. Oh ! *twas her ſelf, her furious felt thit gz vs 
The fatal blow, and Sacrific'd her Blood 
To her unſpotted Chaſtity : Hear then 
And I'll tell you alł the doletul Story. 
When laſt Night's Darkneſs gloom'd, 
And filent Horrour touch d the ſpacious Orb, 
The Monſter of Mankind, 
Laſcivious Sexixs, hot in raging Luſt, 
Watching the guilty Opportunity, 
With halty Steps went to abſent Col latine's, 
And got with ſecrecy into Lucrece's Chamber: 
The Virgin Taper, that before ſhone bright, 
Strait with a ſullicd light did faintly blaze, 
And caſt a ſhady gliim'ring round the Room; 
When with an cagcr Paſſion. the Viilain came 
* Upto ber Bed, and in a pleaſant tone, 
Now come my Joys. ador'd / ucrece, he ery d- 
She wakd ar the Alarm, and with 
Amodeſt R ( lution, checkd the bold 
Iatruder, ad diſuain d his flame, but he a 
kn ld aſ.bniſſive Lover at ber ct 7 


d.tus.Sighs molt pafüonatc) kin; 


N- Yet: 
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Vet he chaſte Mind anſhaken did- remain, 
And all his Oaths and Vows were ſpent in vain. 
Then with impatience did the Villain foam, 
And ſwore he'd Stab her did ſhe not comply; 
But ſtill unmov'd, bravely ſhe ſcorn'd his Threats. 
Brut. Prodigious Villain f 
Is he more Monſter than he yet appears? 
Hera. Yes more, wou'd Heav'ns he here had gopd! 
For next he rowl'd his furious Eyes about, 
Wracking his Thoughts, when fatally he found 
An Inſtrument that jump d with his defagn ; 
A Slave ſhe had a Witneſs of theſe Truths; 
His preſent Death the Villain did refolve, 
Pointed the Sword againſt his trembling Breaſt, 
And ſore he wou'd report, he found the Slave 
And her in Bed. 
Brut. Sure he's the greateſt Villian Hell affords, 
Tainted with every Vice that Spots the Mind. 
Herm. Oh Brutus ! Think in what paſſionate Words 
She did expreſs her Grief, then in a flood 
Ot dying ears = 
Brut. Procced Herminius, ſpeak. 
Herm. She own'd the deed, and privately drew forth 
A Dagger, which with a reſolute Hand, 
She itabb'd and plung'd till it reach'd her Heart: 
Thus I atlert my Chaſtity, ſhe cry'd, 
Thus | conjure you to Revenge my 
On Tarquin s Race, revenge your ſelves and me, 
Revenge, revenge, revenge me all the cry d, 
And breath'd her Soul out in the Word revenge. 
Coll. Revenge me ye immortal Pow'rs | Revenge 
Upon his Name and Race, Lacretias 
Seize him ye Infernal Pow'rs! Seize him 
May his Days be miſerable, and the Remnant | 
Of his Lite one continual remorſe, | 
For his Treachery and Barbarity toy dear leu * 
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Brut. Did ſhe conjure you to revenge her wrongs + 
+ Why do you ſtandthen ing to ? 
Hear me ye Gods Oh hear my 1 Vow ! 
I by that revenge her dying Soul injoyn'd, 
Swear to revenge her with my lateſt Breath : 
Romars approach, with me eſpouſe her cauſe, 
With me approach this chaſte Divinity : 
See, thus I lay my trembling Hand, (ys his hand onthe Coffin. 
Now Swear we to Revenge Lacrece's wrongs. 
All. We Swear. <A; 
Brat. Swear we to drive out all the Race of Targuiz. 
All. We Swear. 
| Brut. Swear we to guard Rome's Liberties for ever. 
. All. We Swear. 
Brut. Now we have Sworn, let's execute Revenge: 
Send to Hora tius, let him know theſe things, 
That he prepare e er Turquin reach the Siege. 
Here. Horatius has the Army in his power, 
And alt the Troops in Rome arc mine. 
Brut. See how all things concur to our deſign, 
Let's then away, begin the mighty Work, 
Settle the State, and gain the Peoples Hearts. 
So future Times our Names will celebrate, . 
Al Rome give Laws to evry Neighbouring State. (Excunt 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Tarquin, attended by Titus, Valerius and other Noble. 
Men. Enter to them Atronces and Amilcar, in Africk Habits. 


Targ. Whence are theſe ſuppliant Strangers? Sure they are 
Some petty Princes come to beg their Crowns, 
Or Miniſters from ſome Foreign State, 

Bowing to us the World's great Potentate; 
Mounted without the dull fuoceſnve way 

Ot lazy Monarchs who O tamely wait 
Aab Enthrog'd, who imitate the Story 
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Of the feign'd Phenix, and expect their Pow'r, 
From th Alhes only of an Anceſtor : 
But ſpeak your age, and from whenee you come. 
Amil. We're Strangers, both Citizens of Carthage, 
True Lovers of your Royal Majeſty, 
Who lower yet with all ſubmiſſion bow, 
And beg one Boon. 
Targ. Stands it with State to grant? 
With Patience juſt requeſt we always hear. 
Aron. As juſt as ever reach'd your Royal Ear, 
Eaſy to grant, great Sir, and for the ſame, 
All — Times will celebrate your fame. 


Amil. And our requeſt will not exhauſt your Store, 
But add unto your Glory, 

Targ. Say no more, 
And it tis ſo, conclude your requeſt 
Already granted. 

Aron, That Clelia be releas d 
From that confinement which ſhe now faſtains, 
Pity ſuch Beauty fhou'd put on ſuch Chains; 
She that has captiv'd Princes with her Eye, 
Is Captive made, yer makes Captivity 
Seem glorious, and deſir d, her Air bad Mein, 
Show in her Bonds, the bravery of a Queen; 
So Diamonds in the dark appear more bright, 
And always 4 more luſtre by the Night. 
 Targ. Beauty o'er Kings do's bear a Sov'raign ſway 
No wonder on that Subj 
Guards conduct the Pris ner "i our Royal 


Riſe up my Lords, tor your requeſt is grant 


| Enter Celia guarded. 


Clel. Do's it in all the Pow 't of Fateremain, 
To lay more weight on than I now ſuſtain ? 
It canuot be, Fate has no trouble more, 


No burden which! have unt born beſo before. 


jects ſhou'd obey. "Cable : 
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Targ. That Sigh's your laſt, waſte not that little Breath 
You have to draw, but (trait for Death. 
Clel. "Tis the blind Ignorance of an unknown State 
Makes us to fear and dread.our future Fate, 
Death in it ſelf is nothing, his keen Dart 
Can't ſtrike a terrour into Clelia's Heart, 
No, Targuir, n0 ——— (Thunder and Lightning. 
| A Prodigy of a flying Dragon appears. 
Terg. And are the Gods grown merry? Thus to ſport, 
- ** And AR their Pageantry in Targr:'s Court; 
I it to ſhow our Grandeur ? Or do's Fate 
Intend ſome alteration in the State ? 
What's Supernat'ral is a Prodigy 
To meaner Soul's, but ſhall be none to me : 
No, Gods ! You're all miſtaken if you think, 


* 


That Targuiz's Courage can at Phantom's ſhrink ; 
Such 


ritions may affright the Eye 
Ot Plebeians, but not of Majeſty. 


Tit. My Blood runs cold, thus the great Romulus, 
And Sacred Numa, were both wrap'd from us; 


Great —_ preceeded eithers Fate, 
And ſurely this ſome dire Event portends. 
Targ. Then Tita: go, and bid our Flamens Pray, 
The Alters with rich Sacrifices load, 
To Rome's Genius all our Dcvorions pay, 
And chiefly to great Pax our Houſhold God; 
Bid em to found the depth of hidden Fate, 
And try to unravel ev'ry Myſtery, 
That ſcems to undermine a Monarchs's State, 
And know the meaning of this Prodigy. | 
Tie. Our Tut lar Gods have all along been dumb, 
As if they had deny d their aid to Rome, 
The Veſtal Fire extinguilh'd, and the ſame 
Againenliven'd by a lambent Flame; 
And yet our Augures can no reaſon ſhow, 
By alt their Magick why theſe things are ſo ; 
We maltconlult ſome greater Deity. 
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© Targ. Haſt then my Son to Delphor, and there ſee, 
What great Apollo has decreed for me. 

| (Exit Targ. Tull. and Tikk 

Clel. You heard his Words and faw his bended brow. | 

Aron. I did. 

Clel. Yet he will love me, tho I think his love, | | 
The heavieſt Curie the angry Heav'ns can ſend; 
love, but Fate divides me from my Love, ; 
My Joys are paſt, I'm miſerably cars d. ( : 

Aron. If you arewretched in Aronces love, 
Then drive me, drive me ever from your Thoughts, 
So well 1 love, 1 would not be belov'd, 

IH — K and Woe 8 the unha — — 

lel. What ſhall I fay ? My upon me, 
Shall I on your Boſom reſt, a ——— d 
And to the Gods lift my complaining Voice? ; 

Aron. Oh ye Gods! | 
How can you ſee ſuch goodneſs at your Feet, 
And not ſtoop down, and lend her {ome relief? 
Why mult that Tyrant? 

Clel. Oh! how I urg d the Monſter to my fate? 
How I provok'd the Villain to my Death? 
The welcome Sword was mounted at my Breaſt, | 
Oh! why ye Gods, why did ye then withold 
The no Blade 2 And he ittrom my Soul? 
Once more I rous'd a Fury in his Blood, 

Bore him beyond my Death, and now I live, 
. I live the Object of his furious Lult. 

Aron. Rack not thy Thoughts with theſe repetitions, . 
Oh ! do not rave, but hear me Clelia hear me, * 
Gricf and Deſtraction prey upon y ort: ul, 
And whirle you beyond your ſelt. 

Clel. Oh ! were 1 born remote trom Chinning Courts, 
In ſome poor homely Cortage humbly bleſt, 
Pleas d with my little all iu large content, 
Then might 1 live as Nature ſirſt preicrib d, 


The ripen d Fruit * 


We 
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- The liberal Brook prevents approaching Thirſt, 
þ err the cloying AR rich, Intemperance,, 
. ens grudging me my Food: 

| oots and Leaves, and humble Acrons fed, 
| 10 live without the Luxry of Bread. 
Aron. Go on, compleat this happy Scene of Bliſs. 
* | Clel. Thenmight I Reign in Nature's gaudy. Empire, 
'Bleſt o'er all my bleating Subjects of the Plain; 
No Palace know, but what the ſhady Trees 
_ Raiſe o'er my Head; no Odours ſmell, but thoſe 
The ragrant ops bears in its gentle Breezes 

To my Seat, theſe are ſuch harmleſs thoughts 

As lull-my Cares, and calm my troubled Breaſt. 
A, Theſe Innocent Thoughts relenting Heaven 
Did ſure inſpire, to eaſe — 8 ; 

Reflect on all thoſe rural Jo Joys 

And: trace that pleaſing La yrinth th of Thought, 
Till in its — ou have loſt your Griefs: 
Ah then my Dear! — that you and I 
Lay on ſome flow'ry Bank, a-murm'ring Brook. 
In gentle Streams ran purling by, think me 
Some Lovely Swain who courts your Charms, your {if 
Some Beauteops Nymph, and me your beſt belov'd 
Laid by your youcircled in my Arms: 
| eth harmonious Choirs that charm the Air, 
| 80 ppoſe them ſinging to our conſtant Loves, 
In. all the Pleaſures of wild Harmony, 
1 — Airy Notes to —_— 

fret — y to Love, 
Think, Cele, think 
Clel.. Ah no! I have no. Thoughts, but thoſe of grief, 

Ny ſorraw ruſnes like a mighty Sea, 
Raſhes upon me like a Tide of Woe, 
Nor can. ſtem the fury of the Stream. 
Juen, The Gods are juſt, my Clelia, fare they are, 
check then yourſorraws, truſt the Pow rs above, 
— my. Celia, ne er forſakes the good. 


—— 
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Clel. In yer in vain you talk of Heav'n to me, 
Oh ! Now a Torrent rages in my Breaſt, 
Bears all my Senſes in a furious Flood, | 
And l am turn'd by evry beating Wave. G 
Aron. Were I Rock, (he'd melt me into Tears, bak 
How can I hold ? 1 fecl the Watery Drops 
Steal from y Eyes, and. am quite diſſol vd, 
My Spirits droup under her ſorrows weight. 
Clel. Are not my. own ſtretch'd to the utmoſt bounds > 
Wl:y will you load me with your Sorrows too? 
Why will you grieve? Why doubly wound my Soul> 
Aron. Will you forbid the Duty of my Tears? 
The only proof of love I can beſtow. 
Clel. But I'm.the wretched Cauſe. 
Aron. Oh Heav'ns forbid ! 
How can we truly Sympathize in Souls, 
And not be blended in our Paſſions too? 
But ſince my preſence do's encreaſe your Woe, ; 
I'll hide my doleful ſorrows from your Eyes, 
And weep in ſomedark. ſolitary Grove; = | 
Perhaps ſome Wolf rob'd of her tender young, | 
ey her loſs in Melancholly. Howles, ' 
Or boading Ravens croakingo'er my Head, = 
To tell me, wretched Clelia is no more, 
Or make my caſe more miſerable, 
Sce Clelia, I'll withdraw (going.) 
Clel. Oh my Aronces ! my deareſt: Lord return, 
How can you-go, and leave me here to grieve ? 
Ccaſe em Aronces, ſtay and ceaſe em here, 
If I was ever, tho' not now belov'd, | 10 
Give me a proof, and leave me dead behind? 0 
Aron. Aſſiſt me Gods ! to ſtand the mighty ſhock, 
Where ſhall my ſtaggering Spirits: find relief? - 
Oh Man! where art thou? rouſe thy ſelf. again, 
Let Reaſon ſtand divided from my Love, 
But Oh! in vain my Love ſeeks Reaſons Aid; 
Yet my dear Clelia, Oh my Love! believe, 


J 
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If I deny proof you ask, 

Tis chat my Soul is tender of my Love. 
Clel. Come then my Hero, meet my longing Arms. 

Thus twin'd in eithers Fate we'll live and Love, 

And reach with our chaſte Flames the Pow'rs above. 2 


Enter an Officer with Cunard. 


Offic. Sir, you muſt go, I dare no longer ſtay, 
'Tis the King's Order, — you muſt obey. 
Clel. *Fis what I fear d, Oh! take me with you too. 
Aron. Better approach a Lyon in the toyls; 
Back to the Tyrant, for I ſcorn his Pow'r. 
Offic. If you reſiſt, force muſt ſacceed, fall on. (i diſarm d. 
Aron. Vain is your Number, treacherous and bale, 
Farewel, my Clelia, live, but (They harry him off.) 
Clel. Stay, you forgot, for I muſt with you too; 
They're gone, they'r gone, my dear Aronces gone, 
Gone to his Death, and miſerable I, | 
Torn from his Arms, left to the Tyrants fury, 
My num'rous Griets before had preſs'd me down, 
Butnow with double force, with double weight 
They fall, and cruſh me into Ruin: 
The Fates had ſpent their ſpite on me before, 
Aud on my ſelf cou d not encreaſe my Woes, 
Now on my other better ſclf they Rage, 
Equal his miſeries wich mine. | 
Hear, Oh ye. gracious Gods! my kneeling Prayer, 
And let my dear Aroxce's be your care. 
Oh my Aronces I can no longer hold, 
Gods l grant me Lite io hear Aronce s lives, 
Ah no! Yecrucl Powers it cannot be, 
Death comes apace, and preſſes at my Hcart, * 
My taiatiug Lite does from my Vains retire, 
Andi in thages ot flumb'ring Peace expire. | 
Oh my Aronce s, Oh!  — Pk a 
(one. The Guards carry ber off. pe 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


4 TEMPLE, at ibe Uper End of which flands exalted 


the Oracle of Apollo, and before him an Altar; Enter the 


Priefteſſes ſinging, followe1 by Titus and Brutus, and as they 
32 hey often bow ;, then the Chief 
Prieſteſs advancing to the Altar, lays down the Sacrifice. 


Prie Reat Son of Fove, to whoſe All-ſceing 
F G The Book of Fate lyes open Night 3X 


move ſlowly up to the Altar, t 


Moſt Solemnly thy Rites we will apply, 
And at thy Altar true 5 
Accept our Royal Offerings and explain 

Rome's Fate, and what Rome's do's mean. 
Oh! be propitious in thy Prophecy, 

Great Delphick God, and ſo thy ſacred Name, 
Shall be Eternit d by thy Votary, 

And Rame and all the World proclaim thy Fame: 
Thus thrice about the Alter we preſume, 

To Feaſt thy Royal Noſtrils with Perfume, 

And thrice about I wave this Sacred Wand, 
The Fate of Rowe from thee to underſtand. 


Te ORACLE. 


Behind the Altar you ſhall find 4 Scroll, 
Which all the of of Tarquin does e 2 
But let no bold preſumer 2 the Seal, 
> rudely view the Sacred Myſteries, 
Unbidden * the God that awells within, 
Leaſt he incur the God's diſpleaſure. 


Prieft. Great Delian God what Thanks we We Oey 


No Tongue can tell, nor * 


* | | _ \ : 
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we joudly bend both Heart and Knee, 
2 benen to thy Deity. 
8 CSinging « full Chorus till they are quite off the Stage. 


| SCENE. Ik 
 Clelia's Apartment where ſhe is " ſuing on a Couch: 


Cue. Juſt as the Sun after continued Showers 

Have drain d the Heavens, 

Looks thro' the Sable Garments of the Sky, 

With fainter Glorics fading on his Face, 

And darts his cooler Rays along the Air: 

So do my Eyes, when 2 d with Grief 

2 their Brightneſs in a vale of Tears, 
ly eſſing ſorrows out, 

And — pay d = down, 

. a to diſſipate the Clouds. 

When. my poor Soul foreſaw his threatn'd Death, 

She fled her Maſion with the eag reſt. Halt, 

But. as my Arozces, ſo my Lite return d, 

His.ev'ry Sigh, his ev'ry-deeper Groan, 

Wari1d my Remains of Life, and. gently thrill'd. 

Them thro' my Vein 

Ou! let. me dwell on Thoughts ſerene as theſe, 

Ditſoive in flumbers.all- my reſt (5 Carcs, 

Exclude the boid Intruder from my. mind, | ; 

And with ſott Muſick charm me to my Reſt: (Soft Muſic. 

But whit 1 ſlecꝑ, do thou my — Soul, 


deck my Aronces in cach pleaſing Phantom, 
Bu ſeck for nothing in the Groves ot Love, 


But my Aronces, cer. where Aroxces.. Calli afterp.. 


*. 


Enter Tullia, 
Dall. Where's the Riva of my 


2 3 ſecure, no noilg diſturb — - -*f Direct 
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Direct me now Revenge to ſureſt Murther ;  _ (Celia aber. 
That wink of brightneſs ſhows her Soul's awake. | 

Clel. A frightful Scene was aCting in my. Soul, 

When ſome loud Clamour broke the horrid N 

Hah! the Quecn! | * 

My boding Heart ſtarts at that Bird of Fate. (de.) 
Tull. Riſe thou unhappy Beauty, Oh, my Rage! 
Ciel. What can be added to my vaſt afflictions? 

My preſſing Griefs call loud for ſome return, 

But I can't force one Tributary drop 

To pay. my crying Miſeries. 

Tull. Then you muſt ſtrain the utmoſt Pow rs of 17 
"Tis Fate, tis I, tis Jcalouly commands, 
Like furious Juno in a Cloud of Night, 
with fevercit Jealouſy ſurvey _ 

My injur'd Beauty ——=—— But no more. 

Clel. How mean ſhe looks in any dreſs but Rage 
Oh / that's the Robe that beſt adorns her Sul 
But know, proud Queen, I own a Mind as great, 
More Noble too than yours, more undefil'd, 

Know I am ſhe, not all the terrours of 

Revengcful Fate, can in the leaſt 

And know that I, that Clelia can 

Confeſs her Sex in nothing but her Love: 

Know I am prepar'd, (if you are ſo reſolv d) 

To mcet my Death, and twill be grateful to me. 

Tull. Thou then, that Traytor's Daughter, the Ri: 
Of my Bed, tis far beyond my hopes; 

Gods] can it be that iu this Raval's thape, | 
I've met the greater Object of my Rage? 
Clel. Do you believe that I will meet his Love? 

No, but you renown'd.tor Murders, mult not 

Stop at helpleſs me. en 

Tull. Iis thus mean Souls, | 
Are dazled at the luſtre of a Crown; 

Shall then ſo poor. ſa. mean a Soul as thi 


Rival wy Glorics?. and in Triumgh ride. 
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2 
Oer all my 


The Pall of Tarquin, Gr. 
in Truss falt ring Heart? _ 
No, Ill rtoremy Hero 10 himfel , | » 


7 


Deſtroy the Charmer that invades his Breaft, 
And robs his 


Emprefs of her Diadem; 
Die, quickly die, thy lateſt doom's dec reed. (going to fab ber. 
Clel. Oh ! do not ſtrike, withold the deadly Blade 


Ohl let me live, live but one moment longer, 


Fil beg you then to take the Life you gave, 
"Twill fave me from the greater Monſter's Jaws, 
My doom is fix'd, already tis Qecreed, 
And only you can ſave me from the blow. 

Tull. The blow which only Ican give, 


- Think you a Tearſhall rob me of Revenge, 


A Woman's Tear, a Lovers arttul whine, 

Or all the glorious Pride ſoit Pity brings, 

Pity, and Love, 

But did Fove's Conſort ever yield to love, 

Or Pity thoſe who rob'd her of her Jove. 

Quel. Since my intreaties cannot move your Breaſt, 


"Know I have ſomething of the Hero too; 


I ſcorn'd the Gems that now adorn thy Head, 


Dieſpis'd the Throne that props thy Dignity, 


But more thy Lord, whotender'd me his Love: 
Know I may live, if living were my Care, 

And Rival all the Glories of thy Court; 

But Iam doom d, by Targuiz doom d to die, 

And that's che cab. part my ſentence bears, 

My Honour! Oh, that ſtrikes the deepcit Wound, 
My Honour with my Lite is doom d to tall, 


Aud I defile your Bed. 

Tull. Why begs thou then to live? 
Nothing ſhall quench my fury but thy Blocd, 2 
Poyſon or Sword, here quickly take thy choice, 
Worthy thy ſelf expire before my Eyes. 

Clel. Quickly then give me both, with theſe 
My tutelary Deities, 


TY brave the luvader of a ſpotiels Maid, 


Wt 1a 


— * 


 The-Fall of * pan an 
Yetif I may one gz | it F i 
If I muſt die, be't 3 mtg 5011 = : 1 
I ſolemnly Vow tl it 4 I bon 


But if the 
I'}] tear my Soul out with this 


Steel, * 
Or drink this Draught to quench the Fire of Life. 


King comes unawares upon me, 


225 01 


Tull. ee rope 
That tho' revenge denics your laſt requeſt, | 1 = 
Yer I will grant it, tor in you I had 8 
A fainter Image of my pertect Mind; * 
Die then, and die as Twllia's (elf would do. (Bak 


Clel. Hah ! here my Arances comes, my better Life, 


How can part with Love? A Love like Hs? E * 
| ru 

Enter Aronces mnſong. 5 
1 


Aron. Tarquin has (ent, and faithleſs ſhe will go, 
If ſhe can blind her Love? Hah! is t not ſo ? 
No, it can never be, ſhe will be true, 
But ſince 1 may looſe her Chains 
Clel. Muſing, my Lord, what Vt amploys your Thoughisd 
Aron. Your liberty, aad now the Time draws near, 
Virtue is always in the care of Heaven, 
And yours is moſt tranſcendently Divine, 
Yours when oppreſs'd with num rous Miſeries 
Stoop'd to the weight, that like the yielding Pim 
Thence you might ſhoot the higher into Glory. 
Clel. Why ar are you 8 with a fancied Bli ? 
Have you ſeen Tallis > Speak quickly, no, 
Ah! Surely no, for that woud damp your +. FM 
Aron. What Myſtery is this your Words imploy ? 
And is our Fortune quite beyond our hopes? 
Clel. Yes, tis indeed, and infinitely too, 42 
We both muſt Joy, and yet we both muſt grievg, | AT 
Tullia has ſav'd me from the Tyrant's pow'r, 3 
Theſe, the fierce Tullia, ſtung with Jealouſy, 
Threat ned to bury in my "Ir ( ſhows « Piel 26 
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4 Oh ! how gratefu —_— 
Bar lor the ke of one, cl e 4 8 
L ſooth'd her Rag nd} _ 
To end me here i iff bog ih 
Aron. How I mk ins atDeath> 


Gods ! let me de for ct I fee Her falſe 
And live? No, *tis tos much £6 think Hef fo, 
Tell me, but Oh! 1 CHN hee ſay t, 
Did not the Tyrant tright ti from the Truth? 
e Ah! oa dic 7 Ceafe your unkindneſs now, 
[ dead, II trouble you no. more. (faints.. 
all” tÞotleſs to my Arms, 
N Aronces, hear thy ff u me, 
Al Virtue, Truth and Goodneſs dwell in thee. 
Clel. Still 1 muſt wander, miſerable 1, mongſt 
Mournful Myrtles, tremblin with their Sighs, 
And breath'an Alr of wretched Lovers Groans, (faint s. 
Ah k he's here, and T Again to ſhades. | 
Aron. Oh ſtay | come Back thou Miracle of Truth, 
Truth is Eſſential to xi n Soul. 
. Still Tretutn from: Detthto Life again. 
And ſtill Wme Broken ſdunds do reach my Ear, 
Truth too was nam'd,-bitt that's no more for me, 
No, I am falſe, Arouces told 7 =, 
He told me ſo, I Ene it not Before, 
But he can tel the Secrets of my Sou). 
Aron. Knew not before, an does ge know it r now * 
I never knew® — — 
Ciel. Oh! Sg Abele Words, and let 
Me hear you fk Foufnever knew, and what” 
Muſt f. 10 wer? more you were fay 
. Aron. Indeed I can't tell what; 32 eme: | 
Sha loves, ſhe loves be ſhe Wor 1 Ich Fa 1 


Thercfore 1oP$tive, Rin ce 
ke dow bp 5 — K 8 | 


- Why wall you. draw 
Rable® More, 


e 


T7 


The Fall , 96 — 


Each wou'd recetve-thediſtrefs'd 
Till both at laſt fuck an) the wearied 
So am I toſs'd between the dee Fare 
Of Life and Death; 

Both ſcem my Friends, leben Enemies, 
Life, my Aronces asks, my Honour _ 
L bend ? 


£ 


Ah! which way, tell me? Which way 
How Life and. Death divide my troubled Soul. 
Aron. How can a Promiſe — 75 agaiaſt your 2 ? 
Impos'd by one, who cauleleſs fought your life, 
Can that obi. ige? Ab ! ſurely Love ſays no. 
Clel. But — the Tyrant, think my Love once more, 
Will not the Tyrant ? ——— 
Aron. Where will you drive me? Where ſhall I retreat? 
The Tyrant, no, we are ſecute from him; 
The Wile alt Opportunitiçs improve, 
If we muſt die, yet uo let's live and Love. 
Ciel. We d better die, © preſs d on ev ry (ide, 
We ne er can ſcape, but we at laſt muſt fall. 
Aron. But Heav'n can ſave, ſhou'd all the World combine, 


The Heav'n that gave, can ſtill preſerve you mine. (Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Tarquin a Tullia ſeated on 4 Throme, mith Lords and At> q 
tendance, aud many other People. Enter to them Titus and & 


Brutus. 


Targ. Welcome from Phocis, "= the God been kind > 
Or in Ambiguous Terms declar'd Rome's Fate > 
Tell us how he receiv'd our Royal Off ring ? 
And what the Sacred Deity enjopr'd 2 
- Tie. I found his Seat at Delphos, mighty Sir, 
Cut in ſteep Rocks ſurpaſſing Human Art, 
A ſort of reverend Horrour ſciz⁊ d my Heart; 
To ſee the Seat, your, Majeſty woud Swear, *' 
The Great Apollo ks aa there: 


K The Fall of. Tirquia, G. 
- As one * when the feit che Gd, 
Her Body ſwell d, her Eyes did row, 
With thoſe Emotions t | 
Like a mad Bacchanalian ſirſt ſhe danc d, 
Then to the Caveof Pyrbium the advanc'd, 
Her Voice like Thunder made the Temple ſhake, 
Phocis, and all Beotia too did quake; 
Behind the Altar 1 was bid to look, 
And thence, Great Sir, this ſeal'd Scroll I took. | 
Targ. Read you the Scroll that's from Apollo come, 
Break up the Seals, and ſpeak the Fate of Nome. | 
Tit. ( Reads.) The Man by you deſpis d and ſcorn'd, 
© Shall with freſh Lawrels be adorr'd, 
Rome ſhall ber Kingly Pow'r reſign, 
Tarquin expel, and all his Line 
And ſball by Conſuls covern'd be, 
» Who ſhall ſo raiſe Her Drgnity, 
That ſhe the World ſhall keep in Awe, 
And Kings ſhall to Her Conſuls bow 
The Man deſpird and ſcorned is 
He that bis Mosber firſt ſpall kiſs, 
He ſhall firſt Con ſul be to Rale Rome's State, 
Apollo ſpoke it, and has made it Fate. 
Brutus pretending to ſtumble falls down and Kiſſes the 
| They of 3 2 5 wok 2 Brutus, 2 — 


poſſeſs d her Soul; E 


11 


Earth. 


Targ. This ſtrange new Pow'r that is to Brutus giv'n, 


Is ſure immediately the Work of Heav'n, | 
He but the Peoples Jcſt and Scorn before, 


Is now the only Idol they adore : (Shout 4 Brutus, g Brutus. 


Loud ſhouts like Peals of Thunder ſtrike my Ear, 
The Name of Brutus ev ry where I hear, 

I fear my fall, from Rome in haſte I fly, 

But ye immortal Gods I once will try, 

To quell theſe Upſtart Rehels, or Tl! die. 

Thento my Regal Power again reſtor'd, | 
II Godilike Reign, and be again ador'd, 
And Teach the frighted World to know their Lord. 
(Ext Targ. Tull. Tit. Gr. Manet Brutus.) 


* 


; 
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7 Brut 
With a Though 8 


No, by the Gods I it was the 
And the jult Sence of Rome's loſt 
Wichall the Glorious v 
Val. Wheu Tyragtshave u 

but endicſa 
Their conſcious Fears, 8555 


Brut. Mean Souls are {w Intereſt ot 5 01 
Virtue alone ſhall guide a Cale.” D JOY? 
Hor. Monarchs theuiſclvcs wlll Tal our Ce, : 
All after Ages ring with our iy 
Val. And the great Bratzs a Piet, ba 
Trace the a Glorics of his "1 
His tries Father and Deliverer, 2 60 
Brut. I Kno. baſe Souls env I. Kinghy rer, | 
Grumble to ſee n Lend (Shs — t . EY 
But wirneſs Heav'n | Brutas ever t br, — 1 ol al 
Kings as the neareſt Image of the 259 ah 
Ought to reſembie em iu heir Glories . 44.55 ui 34.1 


Tis not the empty ſplendour of a Crown, 

chou d faſten our detires on Regal Pow'r, 

No, let that Manaicend a vacant Throne 

Wnuloveschi- Countries Intereſt, not his own. 

Vl. Theretore the People offer you ch. — 
For as by Mern, 1o by Right tis yours. 

Brat. Dir.& me Hcav'ns! What ſhell Br, do? > 

Brazxs then to wear the Tyramt's Crown? 

He who has wreſted all bis Glorcs irom nim; 

No, I'm my Couurics Save, ber wihing Sen 


* 


To fight her halbes, — 


by 


aut 9 


J 


My Pow'r, but Is. 


e 


Val. If then, Y — 
20 12 VEST 28S to 
| cw, 2E 
wy 3 : wot Ace 
= — . DN) Oar A 1 
Which wich the n = T 
For Senates are the 8 
Her. Then ſhall bog! 9 
Tongue Een r 
Triumphs retu e ide orc 0A 
All court, Renis ne "> a 
And foe IS e ti 1 N 
Not dare tO thwart. Vale Fs 
Brut. 255 Nati 1 But Dev del, Joe” 
1 r s Jus for Peace 


* 


n miniu: 


In the . 1 1 9 * 
Brat. Let's (end mort force to urge their . ie” 
on ſtrongeſt ren by W Won. — Omnes 
ACT V . s GENE 1 
4 de Melon atus 3. bi at 4 fee ms 
bee W 

Brut. O wee ae weg ente 1 
ies fun? 


. 


Tall me no more of GENS ot 


Neo, 


No, that's to 2 — 


= not the Fates 9a 
And Crown our We 
How has one Minute * 
And over clouded in —— 
The glorious 
— — ech kr A e 
Cod. Help h e 


Are not ſo nit 1 wi capt 
But Oh! the Facher mo * im 
Val. Since Dea 9 ie bn 
Can you 115 rhe Tarn, d n i 
As * ie Woti wil 
Brut. Hah my Faber ins "ft Rata 
How can I oftcr up my THAAKS4© Fenvä 7 3 11 wen 
This threat'uing Storm, which Towra YreadfubCntle,” * 
Breaks out a Bleſſing with ſuch 'glorios Rays," R 41 
As our weak hopes are dazled to befbIec. _—_ ** | 
Coll. How ſhall L raiſe me from ni mighty rief 4 | 
Have Ithen loſt Lucretia by-our Fa: & Fm 9.4099 209 * 1 
Is that a Pleſſing ter than our Hopes? 11 & -f 
Brut. She's the foundation of the mighty worn 
On her we'll bud, on her we hope to fa „ a r e 
Rome trom the ruin of a' fallen State, 36, 2141 e 
Grieve as her Husband, as a os Joy > Ado * 
Is not your Country dearer tha nn . 
My Sons ſhall dye, and bleſt are rr einm 
That from our Loyns the great F . 

oll. Does not the Father plæad Ein Her. ae 
bi it no more, IHhHaveè no Sons to Joe, . A an. 
But if I can pity my remoter Blood, | | 
How can you _ our own Sous to die ? 1 501 

Brut. Les, ©y Hal die, and die befo E re 
Thus mw 15 advantage by their fire, Rank 
To ze my Juſtice thro che Word. 

Coll. — you de art from {thats Human, ' 924 
2 3 by J 3 


Wen; > on , 


is? WW $4: VE : 420. 


1 e and bor in thauks to Heaven, 


8. w's curled Race, 
Has fcrv'd his Gogatry for {ach Nob'e ends; 
I hear the People murmur, and am grievd, 
There's {till che ery, a Targuiz on the 1 brone. 
| Gra. And will youlcave em in fuſpition? No, 

Clear all their doubys and let your Actions ſhow, 
_ How they are wrought by fancy more than Truth. 
Coll. This to a Man ręſol vd is all vain, 
IT know a thouſand : ſcruples will be rais d, 
I cke pretence: N 
| No, | PTA here I folemaly do Swear, 
3 E never ſerve his ends by me. 

rut. 

Lei me Embrace you Noble. Col latine, 
Now woud I diflwade you if I cou'd, 
Frum ſuch a glorions, God -· like reſolution. 


Spoke like your ſelf, a Roman, and Rome's Conſul : 


Coll. Yes, yes, I know the marm'riag People's fears, 


Aud did incend to ay te Conſul by, 
Aud live retired. in a rural Peace, 
But ſince Occaſion points me out che Time, 
& give my Country Tokeus ot wy Love, 
With willing Reſolution I will do it. 


— 


mme 
Bret. This is a Deed ee re,, 1.2 dal of 


But Coll atzme, : Sagas i bog 195009 wwe 


To make the Deed a + 1 rer * me T * 
29 13 nz ; 
"of RR 


In all the Peoples vic y) fi 
Spb F315 145 = 2 n 


Rome may be u 
Sal. Ne. Ne 
Brutus fare wel- ed 

In Peace Pil eh 2 H 7 
Rome toO f xe 10. 4 


Val. 12 all N * * 
That 1 mu'wally ſhou'd dwg in Noble wo 1 LA 


Fare wel, iu this th y laſt Embrace tare wel. 
Brut. He's gone, andihgli t. is gen'roys b 1 

Before my F. es? And mal I gat proczed? _ » 3.4 

Yes, yes. 1 will, and now Falerixs, you, 


Worthy to bear this grew N Charge, | 58 1 = 


Do you ſee Jultic- de up my $v Naa. 
Val. 1 wir. Gut you, you area Taber lh, ; ww. 
Nature mult yie.d, yuu cannot bo! * 


Brut, They (all die, che hall exp brian * 
Iwill r em, picy Em 1a Death, 


Excite th.is Courage Nobly-to 2 
All th:t chcir Countrics 5 — PORE e 
Call en my Sons, 911188 
Tell em their Souls purg'd by this Eepiatian, an 

In purer Fla rad Ll the Starry Orbs. 
_  - Gods! Tow x Tranſports will your zent 


What l P E/ 5 Yoy toaſt Bc ware 
Brut. mus gl each Patriot lay the es by, . OH \ 
Leap at his Fate, and tor ade 40 


SCENE u Ae 
ae nd 1g 44-1 ah 


X. 41 — 7 RIP 


Amil. Aronces EPS. the Ten Traps: © 
Cel, Les, by lurprize, for aach and were: ee 


Rieathiag ous weaticd ES i _—— 10 a 


ow 


— with N ol 


Come let us die, Atance: teh, 


And ran might-att: 
I follow Ihe Pai his a 9 — 4 
But ccud not reach the tiero in R 
S ified with Numbers be wav'd * lus voi, 
Aadlcudly cad, Oh! faye"thy Elf, Tam butt, 
And EIA e Fri 
1 h, ht ADAV T 5 this becn? 
ell you. a more drealfal ory: | . 
You — Phot Wes fouud un Fabars dons, 
But cou'd you th nk he « cu'4 bchod em dic ? 
I ſawthe Youths march bratciy io their tate, 
And mouut the -calfold with a tearicfs Joy, 
Sratas did weep, his 5 Bs flo d down in Tears, 
And tenderacl> did melt vu every tile, 
Then he diirob d ineir body to tic Rods, 
And and bad the I. r boch advance, aa f laſh. 
Their tender lides : 63 
Bear it my Sous your Father Vieeds in you, 
Father we bear it, do we mlirk the cr: 
Come Lidors let Axes now advance, 
1 * tare wel to cruel Lobe, 
call us Jou owa, i Ocath we bleſs 
dene bo? wore, and Tos ſap Py 
And thus, thus bravity dy the Co.tta's Sdns. 
Cel. Who ttt a Ronen durſt have Bued ſo have > 
| Te World will ſtagger here in their beet, 
And future Azcs wiih amaz-miit read, 
Their one ro GO rage dy. 1145 
Amal. Jait as 'twas donc toro arriv'd, 
Aud brought the Am LI Wau an 
* Clelans, aud Other Exiics arc returu d 
| Aud the ſad Cliiagaly moaras. wii ite, | wh 
Sin e a report tard all the Courizhp 1 


eee „ e 2s 14 wo 


Ate ret, 


. 


Cel. Aroncer (lain > This moment I'll away, 
$earch o'er the tatal Place to find my Fricad. (Exexnt VOY 


Kei N E II. Clelia's dpoiman,. . 
Ener Clclius and ST. TE Wn 


Clelizs. Can all your Tears recall him from u 
I cam. ail poytul rem my Exile bither, 


10 finc Rome trecd, you fate, Aronces here, 


Lut Oh ! tuch Bl. thngs are too great for Mortds © Fx* 


CA.. Guds! but reſtore Aroncer to my Arms, 


And heim me in the Tyrant's Pow'r Main; 

No, uo, i'll dye, aa toilow bim in D ath, 3 wy 
Leave me. Ou Father ! leave your dying Child, oo s - 4 
Or ſce me loo ſcly ny in wild diſtractions: . 04 —_ 


Hah! row I'm on tue Wang, I fee his Soul + = 
Fluter arcund me, fan me ui his Air, 

R. Orc, nic ct this, and cool me with thy ſhade, 
Cool me to Death, hah 1 he's fed already, 


þ — 


The Fall of Tarqun, G ** 


W..y did hetiy rheu, but tor ine to follow ? 7 2 
Yes, itav, | come, why do you hold me Father? 
An i let we ga then, fee he's here again,” 4 = 
Jakes, take me wi h'you, bear me on your Wings, - Nö 
And Ih be Fore aftride my Eagle, J 
W hy will he hei ce, do you know Father :? Speak. i 5 
Celia. Oh my Child! WN 
What krange Traufports wrick thy troubled mind "Dry 
Clel. 10 he's dead, and iook you yondcr rather,e 
Hah! dont you ſce his LOV gad Nh Wound? 
det how he glares, Ah 1G! he ties upon me, e 


No, no, Les gone, and Ius ichow atter. 


Ei —_— 
Clelinr, Loaded with Sorrow, and Wr e 
On «xe: y ae an vai 1 icck lor reit. 
Woat milgny Peace and Comfort Death wou d bring ? 
Is Sis a * _ ding. 


1 44 SS ond 


; * 


5 yo 2 2 N WW 


mrad redn e. 
N 411 a 1 . þ * 
er Ae. 3: 2221 

then!; | and am I bleſt more : 

Me... It 2 W Shall Tal Him er 


Ah / *tis not ſo, ſtill Im va ned tomy Miſeries, 


No, no, hes dead,” he Tives no 3 me z 
Where him whea Fm below > 
Tcll me, I'll trace the hollows of the Earth, 


And roam about in Naturcs ſpacious Womb, 
No, he's not Lancer is not there; 
Ihen I'd aſcend, and of the Gods Inquire 
Glide thro' the vaulted Regions of the Air, 
2 to _— CORY I may reſtore. . 
| s the Fals-port, now iny eager Soul i a Dagger. 
Strains to get lòoſe, ard 1 will give it vent, (Ss Us 
Aud ſhoutirom N lnanortality, 


| Enter Celeres. 


| Gif: He lives, be lives, Grieb vaniſh, Cares away, 
ones is alive, this happy Dey 1 ſaw him 
.. But am I not aa and thou ſome ſhade 
Wou 't kindly tea4 me to my Love's Abode. 
Cel. Why do you Dream? . He is only Priſoner, 
And when cheGonſa/vForces gaia the Capitol, 
- Kell be reſtor d to Clelia's Arms again. 
Cle. Ah l Cale, dont flatter me with hopes, 
no hen., Dread, Pye feen his Ghoſt below, 
My af was there, and am juſt now return d, 
| al em chere, ſee, ke the Myrtle Groves, 
See lou by Lovers metiacholly walk. _ 
Paſs azare guariled by each otacr's Shade, 
dre. n \4raacesrfietis before my Eycs. 
Ab gen. le Ghoſt} Sec he has fent his Friend, 
Jo oi thu Patliabat Kd me to his bower. 
Cele vireched Aronces, never then approacly. _ _ . .. - 
as Place, aud meet not Cidis hac, 


wu 
©S 


E. : 


The Fall of Tarquin, Ge. | 
she knows you not, and wiſhes you a ſhade ; 
Will you beleve me? Your Arorcer lives, 


Or do you hope your fatal Fears are true? — pear; | 


See, here he is, will you believe me now? 
Enter Clelius and Aronces. | 
Aron. Come to my Arms Embrace thy dear Aroncer. 
"Clel. Ye Gods! does he live £ 
Aron. L live, 1 live. 


| 


Ciel. Where have you been # from "_ World are — 


Ah ! this is all Fancy, tis Deluſion all, 

And ſceming Obj. &s ſ im before my Eyes, 

Whereis he now ? My Father's in his place. 
Aron. No, it is I, your Father too is — 

Why do you damp our Extaſies of Joy? 

Can you on love Aronces? ſurely no, 

He that wou'd live, live ever in your fight. 
Clel. Yes, he is ever, ever preſent there, 

I ſec him now, Ob, that he were alive! 

This is his Image, ſee, it dances round me, 

Yes, I will grieve, and loſe my felt in Tears, 

Sighs ſhall canvey my Soul to his Abode. 


In vain I ſpeak, for Grict fits Regent there, 
And all is Trauſport of extreameſt was, 

Whether will Grief my r lead you ? 
Cilel. Tell me, ſay ickly, is he with the Gods? 
Give a litt, and Fs f O Fove, 

Reatou bcgone, aud do not ciog my Fl 

For I wk es aad wcep among gh, 
Aren. No, ſce he's here, and darted from above, 

To live with Clelia on the Earth again: 

This, this is he, look well, you'll know him now, 

Set yu are circled iu his lougiag Arms, 

Wipe the decciving Vapours trom your * 

And preſs his Hand, he 18 ao fleeting ſnade. 
Clelans. This is Aronces, ice your rae; too, 

Have you forgot us? Are we not the fame > 


Recall your Realon, let i 


"— 


by '1 
: | 
i 
N 
| 
| 
1 : 
| 
: 


Aron. Here's is Abode, and hither waft your Sighs ; 
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. Let bee Tendeneſs and Love, 


Ii Tarquin] e 


Look then, my Clelia, know thy own Aromces, 

Bow pat. Lhe-that ever was your (elf, 2 

Where then is now that Sympathy of Soul? 
Cel. Tis here, tis here, and you, and,1 are one, 

Yes, youar: he, I well remember now. 

 Aron.. Vaniſh then ſorrow, ſhine forth Beams of Joy, 

 Joue ſend Apollo with the tuneful Nine, 

we may find ſome Harmony in Love: 

 AhGeleres, till now 1 ſaw you not, 

Tranſports of Various Thoughts had fl'd my Breaſt, 

Then you eſcap'd to tell my captiv'd. Love, 
Cel. Throughout the Court your Death in rumours ran, 

And I adventur'd to ſeach out the Truth, 

Went to the Siege and ſaw-you in the Sally, 

wou d not ſtay, but hither came with ſpeed, 

To tell the happy New you were alive. 

Aron. Les, my kind Fortune pointed out the way. 

Lin the Sally hew d out my Eſcape, 

And hither: came to meet my Clelig's Arms, 

Ang. beg the laſt Conclufion of our Hopes. 

- Clelizs. Thus then I give your Clelia to your Arms. 
Clef. The Pricſt ſhall now confirm what you have donc, 

Celia: and Heay'n agree to make us one. 

Aron. Lis all the Gods could grant, or I cou'd wiſh, 

How ſhall I thank the Author of le >. 

Thus. Virtue prov'd in Miſery do's ride 

High on the Waves, or rowls along the Tide, 

-  Dafſh'd onthe Rocks, the Winds and Occan ſport, 
Let ſafe at loſt enjoys the happy Port. (Exeunt Onnes.. 


SC E N E IV. 4 ö Chamber of State, 


Enter Brotus, Valerius and Horatius. 


Bewe, Still Noble Nonsens. Rome is ſtill unſafe, 
2 — Tee Ai deiends the, Flace, 

wav ring People warioutly do talk; 
8 Nagger in their Reſolutions. [Shout.] 


» 


* 
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val. That Shout comes from the Capitol, 4 
Graut, grant, ye Gods | Tier his1aft blow be e. 


Enter Herminius with Tullia, &. Priſoners, 


Hor. Here comes Herminins, Victor from the Siege, 
Leading the Captiv'd Tullia by his fi de, 
See how. She awes with Majeſty her Fats, 
Bears a diſdainful fury in her Eyes, 
And {wells with ſullen Pride. 

Herm. Thus Heav'n is juſt | 
To our Victorious Arms, and ſhow'rs ſucceſs. 

Tul/. Which like the Clonds will vanith at the Sun, | 
Villains, and Traitors all, but if at live 
To ſee to morrow's dawn 

Brut. Elſe may lufernal Furies rage in Rome, 

And thou the greater Curſe ſit on the Throne. J 

Tull. Hah! What means the Mad-man ? Valerius 
Take himaway 

Val. Mad-man | that s a miſtake, 

He'll prove the Scourge of all your. Tyranny. 

Tul! What ! Rebels all? Have you betray'd me or 

Hor. Revenge oppos'd to your Blood-thurſty 
Brought me to Rome, and forc'd a Noble fraud.. 

Brut. Anſwer her not, tis more Gai ſhe deſerves: 
Since now the Gods have giv'nyou to our Pow'T, 

Then Juſtice wairs your Baniſhment at leaſt, 

Tull, Hah! Oh Heav'ns / Sure tis not come to this? - 
Dare then my Slaves preſume ? 

Val. Your Rage is vain, for we are Maſters here. 

Brut. Yet that Juſtice may have it's. proper Courſe, 
We give you leave to make your belt detence ; 
Firſt we deny your. Title to the Crown, 

Tau. Tho! Idiſdain to anſwer yet proceed, 
For Noble Deeds deſerve a Repetition. 

Brut. | hea your firſt Noble Deed was P 
Yuu wich your. Tyrant Husband firſt were l 2 


With 
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Wich a kind Brother's and a Siſter's Blood, 

And thendefil'd the Sacred Marriage Bed. 
Tull. Such filly Baubles never ſhall divide 

Our gen "TOUS Sols, but Rebels go on. 

ie. Nothing but Empire next cou'd feaſt your Pride, 

And when-by Law your dammd Ambition fail'd, 

by Sword, A Seas of Blood you'd mount the Throne. 

Then your next Noble Deed was Regicide, 

Oh, Horrour to relate / Did Nature ſLepꝰ 
Cou'd not the terrours of that direful Act? 

Cou d not the Sacred Names of Father, King, . 
His Age, or Virtue,” tright you from the D-e-i? 4 
But you muſt dip your Hands in Iulius B. odd, 

Aud then uſurp his Throne ? 

Tul. Let Vulgar Souls 
Subjection know, but mine for Empire fram'd, 

Soorns the dull Paths which tame Succeflion treads. 
Brat. Nor ſtop d thy fury h-re, thou wert mere * 
Than thy Tyrant 1 thou haſt excceded all 
The blackeſt Rolls, that longeſt Time &re mourn d; 

At this the dull Creation ftood amaz'd, 

Startled with Secret Horror at the licht, 

Yet thou cou dſt. ſee thy Aged Father's Corps, 

Gaſh d o'er with Wounds, and all beſmear d with Blood. 
To vulgar Eyes moſt ſhamefully expos d. 

And drove thy Chariot o'er bus 
his nd Body with the Whecls. 

Tull. Iwas bra vely done, and worthy me alone, 
"Twas ſuch a Deed as made the Worid to ſtart, 
And trembligg Nature ſhrink within it (clf, 

It was a Decd ama d the aitoni ſh'd Gods, 3 

With horrour ſhook the T hund rer's Thone, 

Aud made great Fove appal d. 

Brut. Next Rome in the 

Nobleſt of her Sons mult Bleed, among whom 
Great Maorcxs fell, but here thou Fury, here 
Behold his Son, by tieav'n preſerwd to work 

e late Revenge. 
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Tull. The utmoſt of * 1 * W : 4 
Your Treaſon I deſie, it pleaſeth - A u = oops a ＋ 9 ** 
To hear a weak Cabal, declari 2 4 4 
Deſign; ind pray e e Noni! N E I 


Herm. And I am as ꝓleas d to think that the 
Ambitious TIllia, who but tk' other day, 
Threatn'd our Deaths, now owes to us her own. 

Brut. Romans! behold the Juſtice of the Gods, * 
See here our Fathers Murderer decreed ö 
By Heav'n, to ſuffer Vengeance from our Hands; 
Lacrece's Soul loudly for Vengeance to the 
Gods do's cry, on the Polluter Seit, 

Sextus, th' Internal Image of your ſeif. 

Tull. The God-like Image of his Parents Souls, 
The Nobleſt Rape great Jove can boaſt, 

Can ſcarce demand'C on with his. ; 

Val. The afſembled Gods are wx revenge, 
But ſince our 1labouring Countries freed 
From the Oppreſſion of your Tyranny; — * . 
The Gods forbid: that — Hands you full. 0 MACE 

Brut. In that Valeriur, I with you agree. z-*v - 
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Ripe chen in Murders, and all Wickednety 7 7 — 
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Your Offspring following your E | 
Rome's Conſnls, Senate, and-the joyful People, 
Baniſh the Race of Tarquin from the Throne. : 


Ones. We all conſent. ( © 6s (act 

Hor. The Army too conſents.” . d ya baf 

Tell. The Army too, baſe Triton codes, * 
And like a Whirlwind rend yam very Souls ; ' 1, 2 mA 
Gods ! that 1 only talk when Words are van 
Why have not the;Pow'r ta gorge Revenge? «= 00 * 


Brut. r inſtantly away, 
Go, and reflect on all your former crimes, 


Now will your Conſcience laſh you to remorſe, 
Your bleeding Father's mangl'd ſhade ſhall came 


Attended by ous beadiefs-Parents Ghoſts, s. 
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Meer Phantoms. all, I drew my ſafety 


Tf. Meer from: 

4 E Scepter ill I had ſway d. 

EPO to ſtay and not Command, 

| Obedience to. my Slaves. . 
oo wo pay Ob ſee her hence. | 

1 If all che Pow'rs-- | 

Of the World combin d. will prove 


Rage and Deſpair my<roubled 
- Wriks home, ye Gods! and 4 {hall be at reſt. | | 
| u mich Horatius and Guarda. | 


Die Cs, vn end Clin. 


ETD 1 

in our W 
Wheels; |. 
1 3 the Wiſdom the Gods, . 


The Hull 7 1 arquin, ' q 
Aron. Be that Fear huſh d, my (elf will tem the Flood, 
And bear my Father to his Kingdom back. 
Clel. And 111 join with you in the gen'rous ſuit, 
Porſenna; will not of fight a tyrants Cauſe. 
. Then let our Iriumphs joyfully proceed 
Secure the Gates, be het the Word. 
Clelins. Now ſhall theloſt Aſtrea back return, 
And we no more their Tyranny ſhallmourn. 
Brut. Sacred tor ever let Rome's Conſus be. 
Val. Sacred as Kings, Kings Heav'u's Vicegerents are, 
So are Rome's Confils 
Clelins. Sacred let em. be. 
Brut. But when a Monarch by his Tyranny,' 
Shall abuſe his Heav'nly Original, 
Trampling on Juſtice, Law and Liberty, 
Then as a baſe Betrayer of his Truſt, 
As Heav'ns, and Mankind's Enemy, 
Diſrob d of all his Majeſty he dies, 
Mercy and Jaſtice all the Sanction bring, 
Tyrants the Sacred Title loſe of Rang... 
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EPILOGUE. 


Written by a Gentlewoman of rl. 


Spoken by Mrs, Nuurſen. 
ELLI the T is done, what I fay. 
In the Dates 4 and of the Play? © 7 
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